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ON NATURE'S H 


JOHN EVERYMAN 
I. 


In carrying more than mortals can 

John was an ordinary man; 

Of cares, he was a caravan. 

He staggered onward in the sun; 

But for his load, he might have run; 
How shamblingly his pace advanced 
When joyously he might have danced! 

He reached the wood at last;—and then 
They ambushed him—God’s highwaymen! 


II. 


Ah, when he reached the wood at last, 
Delicious rapine followed fast, 

Pillage divine, celestial rape, 

From which no mortal could escape. 
Their purpose steeped his heart in dread; 
He shivered, trembled, cried, and plead; 
Had he a chance, he would have fled. 

A mirthful, tolerant, lawless clan 

Now had him sure;—and had their plan 
To sack the precious caravan 

Of this unhappy Everyman! 


III. 


Burdened, unarmed, he faced about: 
A tall Oak robbed him of his doubt; 
A Hickory hale the thieves among 
Deprived him of his weakness strong; 
A Holly stole his fine disdain; 

A Dewdrop plundered him of pain; 
The agate of his heart, they say, 

A Sunbeam melted quite away; 

His hate suddenly let fall 

Because he saw a cardinal; 


[3] 


Huge Elms—those burly buccaneers— 
Despoiled him of his priceless fears’ 
A Laurel leaned to him and took 

His aching eyes, his anxious look; 
From him a Cedar lifted soft 

A burden that had bent him oft. 

A debonair and lissome Stream 

The luggage of his self-esteem 

Laughed quite away; and from him 
Pity of self, a tragic store. 

A spirit of wild glamour came 

And filched his sordid greed of fame; 
A splendor-coronetted Pine 

Has made him all his pride resign; 

A lithe Birch spirited away 
Forgetfulness to kneel and pray; 

A poignant Perfume merciless 

Preyed on his paltry thriftiness. .. 
_He laid sick hope that had been sleeping 
Upon a Greensward’s quiet keeping. 


IV. 


O what a raid on John to stage! 

O buceaneering! brigandage! 

Disaster on disaster came: 

Into her secret halls of flame 

The stately sorrow that he kept 
Closest his heart, a Wildrose swept; 
His anger—he was sore beset— 

He yielded to a Violet; 

To many a joy his sad farewells 

He lost to golden Jasmine-bells; 
Surrender to a spray of Rue 

The dream that never could come true; 
And with a virgin Lily left 

A love whose heart long since was cleft. 
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bore 


V. 


Stripped, rifled, raided, and profaned,— 
His wealth evanished,—what remained? 
A dewy respite deep; a sense 

Of all relaxed that had been tense; 
Once more the blue of God above, 

A white star looking down like love; 

A delicate wild stillness sweet 

In which the heart finds far retreat; 
A tide of beauty flooding fair 

With waves of wonder, drowning care. 


VI. 


Pillaged and joyous, ruined, glad, 
Free, naked, reft of all he had,— 

John Everyman, from yonder wood, 
Carried no more than mortals should: 
Carried a heart for life made strong, 
A hope, a faith, a friend, a song. 


VII. 


O Traveller somewhere on the Way, 


May God’s good thieves your path waylay. .. 


—And this with all my heart I pray. 
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THE SANCTUARY 


Every wild wing of the harried, the hunted, 

Every fleet foot of the stalked, the pursued, 

Every bright eye of the fearful, the followed 

Solace may find in this blithe solitude. : 

Here the wing folds by the peace of the water; 

Here the feet pause in the woodland’s bright calm; 
Here the eye rests; for the woods and the waters, 
Friendly and welcoming, offer their balm. 


Where the tree dips to the wide placid water, 

Where the reed bends to the stately slow tide, 

Where the moon rises o’er leagues of dim marshland 
Glimmering greenly,—there they abide. 

Hither they speed over moorland and mountain, 

Wary and valiant, far-sighted and brave; 

Hither they come to the call of compassion, 

Here they may rest in the wood, on the wave. 


Beautiful wings of the air and the river, 
Wonderful eyes of the forest and glade, 

Marvelous voices atune with the dawn-wind, 
Welcome, ah welcome, to sun and to shade! 

Here you may have the desired, the cherished, 

Only the warrant in freedom to live ;— 

Here in this solitude stayed is the hand of man, 
Opened the heart of man,—refuge to give! 
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AFTER RAIN 


After rain, after rain, 

Earth is Eden once again! 

Wafted wildrose fragrances 

Breathe about the lands and _ skies. 
All the flowers now are levelled, 

In delicious grief dishevelled. 

See the bluet’s fairy pain, 

Prisoned in a drop of rain; 

Elfin woe the violet has, 

Bent beneath a blade of grass; 
Plumes of herdsgrass waving proud 
O’er the simple clover crowd, 

Are in humble beauty bowed. 

These the light shall soon release 
Into airy grace and peace. 

Flaring through red clouds, the sun 
Over high fields seems to run; 
Drenchéd flower and misty grass 
Upward look to see him pass; 

Dewy daisies glint and shine, 

Eyes of innocence divine! 

Winy colors flush the wold,— 

Amber, amethyst, and gold; 

Softly gleams the jewelled wood. 


* * * * * * * 


And my spirit is renewed 

Out of dust and heat, to know 

Life as sweet as long ago; 

Out of weariness to feel 

Strength to toil, and grace to kneel 
Unto Him who, after rain, 

Walks His garden once again. 
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FAIREST 


“Q Singer, what is sweetest in thy song? 
O Watcher, what has kept thee watching long? 


The foam-white moonlight and the stars’ caress 
At midnight on high waters motionless? 


The cool green blades of darkly-waving corn? 
Beneath the morning pines the hunter’s horn? 


Red sunset shafts across an autumn plain, 
Mysterious with falling of soft rain? 


Far mountains; silent evening rivers old, 
That soon the holy evening stars will hold?” 


“All these are fair, but fairer than all these 
Than autumn sunsets and than moonlight seas; 


The holiest visions that the eye hath seen; 
The noblest thoughts that in the mind have been,— 


These I behold in all their strength and grace 
In sweet communion on a mother’s face. 


She bears a hope celestial where she goes, 
And wears at heart a wild white spirit-rose.”’ 
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SPRING IN THE SOUTH 


All in this greenly-shimmering spring, 
In dimly iridescent days, 

I hear the mated thrushes sing, 

And down the fragrant woodland ways 


Shy happy birds with plumage rare 
Flash through the glimmering  solitudes, 
And like sweet censers swung in air, 
Perfume with song the dewy woods. 


The yellow pine that soars above 
The bullgrape-woven thicket dim, 
Bears to the blue a song of love, 
Bears to the earth the azure’s hymn. 


The columbine her ruby cup 

Uplifts, brimful of honey rare ; 

The jasmine-fountain tosses up 
Her saffron showers, stayed in air. 


When, as a raindrop on a rose, 

A white star in the red west gleams, 
Peace wraps the world in deep repose, 
In silence, sleep, and lovely dreams. 


More magic’s by the night conferred! 
While for a sinless world I long, 

I hear a midnight mockingbird 
Rebuilding Eden with a song. 
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THE BELATED BEE 


Though the beacon-stars the azure coasts illume, 
As the sunset-fires smoulder into gloom, 

Here beside the twilight path 

In the chilly aftermath, 

There’s a bee still honey-buried in a bloom! 


See, you purly-bodied, golden-sided rover, 
Though the lacy mist is mantling on the clover, 
Here unheedingly you drone 

Joyous labor’s monotone, 

Though the day is done and all its toil is over. 


Soon, emerging, do you think that you can find 
Glimmering pathways, homeward-leading down the wind? 
Will you blunder through the dark, 

Or is yonder winking spark 

Of the firefly for your guidance clear designed? 


Ah, adventurer! How blithely did you roam! 

From the waves of flowers gathering fragrant foam, 
Toiling happy till the niles s 

Will a better guide than light 

Now across the darkened country lead you home? 


—Well, perchance God’s Night will find me toiling so: 
Rapt, unwilling well-loved labor to forego; 

While on life’s broad landscape fair 

Comes a darkness unaware, 

And my pathway lies through shades no man can know. 


May I then beneath life’s deeply-darkened dome, 

Face with singing heart the twilight that has come; 
Grasp a Hand, in that great need, 

Better than all lights to lead, 

That will guide me through the darkness safely Home! 
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THE SUNSET PINES 


The pines give forth their evening hymn; 
A wild sweet melody they weave; 

The deep bass-horns are blowing dim, 
The stormy tenor-trumpets grieve. 


I hear in yonder forests lone 
Tremendous music rolling free, 
Where tall pines echo, tone for tone, 
The tumult of the thundering sea. 


A gray rain sweeps the pinewood through, 
Yet gorgeously the sunset shines; 

Now breaks above the happy blue, 

And Splendor paces through the pines. 


Far and more far the sunset shines : 
The cool clear heavens are silver-gray; 
The Moon is roaming through the pines 
Alone upon her radiant way. 
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THE RUBY-THROAT 


Just a bubble of Joy, 
Just a hinting of Wit, 
Just a jot of Delight, 
And of Flirting a whit; 
Just an elf of a dream, 
And of Daring a dash; 
Of Fleeting a pause, 
And of Fancy a flash; 
The shimmer of brilliance 
When lightning delays; 
A glimpse of the faerie 
Far country of fays; 
The wildflower’s beauty 
That dimples and glows; 
The sheen of the dewdrop 
That glints on the rose; 
The whisk of an arrow 


Barbed brighter than mirth; 


A tiny sweet song 

In the music of earth; 
The thin flame of Fire, 

Of Light the quick beam, 
Of Stars the shy sparkle, 
Of Rainbows the gleam; 
A lingering moment 

Of Flight’s thrilling pace, 
When sudden-caught color 
Lends Beauty its grace; 
The glimmer of sunrays, 
Of moonbeams the glance, 
A smile on the face 

Of a child of Romance; 
Of Laughter a sprinkle, 
Of Speed a bright dart;— 
Nature’s tremulous whim 
From her coquettish heart! 
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THE TOILING ROOTS 


Groping dimly underground, 

They laid hold on Nature’s veins, , 
Strength for life they sought and found; 
Not the sun or silver rains 

Thus could make that life abound. 


Yonder powerful oak and old, 
Silvered by the morning light, 
Wrought by sunset into gold,— 
Far beneath him in the night 
Toil his makers in the mold. 


Yonder slender-shafted pine 
Soaring steep against the sun; 
Yonder lissome jessamine 
Rioting where waters run,— 
Out of dust they are divine. 


Locked from light and happy air, 
They have never seen a star : 

Shut from lovely things and rare, 
Dark their habitations are : 

Yet through them a World is fair. 
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THE ROSE AND THE BAY 


The rose is in the garden, 
And the sweet-bay under the pine; 
Through vistas soft as memory, 
Her far white flowers shine; 
Her fragrant flowers tremble | 
To the rub of a velvet horn, 
For the buck will follow the branch 
Where the buck was born. 


The roses under his window 
Are fair to the hunter’s eyes, 
And fair are the sweet-bay flowers 
Where the red-buck lies; 
From the peace of the old plantation 
The hunter would not roam, 
Nor the buck from the warm sweet thickets 
Where he has his home. 


The holly is on the hill, 
And the white bay in the vale; 
Through the dim purple aisles of pine 
Her far sweet blooms are pale; 
Her far white flowers glimmer 
In the mist of the early morn, 
For the buck starts in the branch 
‘When he hears the horn. 


* * * * * * * * 


The holly is red, and the rose; 
Their lover has gone away; 
In the deep branch the bay is sweet, 
And she was loved as they:— 
Ah, the long silence after, 
And the strange years swiftly flown, 
And the white bay still so beautiful 
When the buck is gone. 
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THE TORRENT’S HEART 


Beside the foaming wrack of this wild stream, 
Through whose torn beauty tawny rainbows gleam, 
Rapt at the roaring torrent’s brink I pause to dream. 


How brawling, senseless, madly rushing by! 
Not pausing to embrace the sweetheart sky 
Whose gorgeous blue and stars might on that bosom lie. 


But here a tiny tinkling rivulet breaks 
O’er the low bank; its shining path it takes 
Through lustrous grass that in its running silver shakes. 


Barriers in miniature before it stand: 
Singing it conquers minute bars of sand, 
While lyric elfin seas break on a fairy strand. 


Ah, messenger of mercury that steals 

Sparkling along, your purity reveals 

The troubled torrent’s heart,—and Life’s true nature 
seals; 


For, from earth’s chaos, fierce and rushing wild, 
We turn away; till thoughtfully beguiled 
By some pure human heart, tranquil and wndebled: 


Though sometimes dark and sad existence flows, | 
Its soul is pure, though grim its tumult goes; 
And one fair heart its truth and beauty can disclose: 


A heart whose strength was from Life’s torrent drawn; 
A heart in whom the light of love is born; 
And in whose grace Life’s griefs and grievances are gone, 
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THE FAIRIES’ DANCE 


In the moonlit happy glade, 

Where the lights and shadows made 
Glimmering shapes of haunting silence, © 
Forms of mystery and shade,— — 

There I saw the fairies dancing 

With the moonlight softly glancing 

On their starry steps entrancing. 


White above them swam the moon 
In the midnight’s purple swoon, 
And the hour in glade and thicket 
Seemed at golden-cloudy noon: 
Then there came a crystal ringing 
As, on beams of moonlight swinging, 
Soft I heard the fairies singing. 


When the pine trees swayed and sighed, 
Then I saw the fairies ride, 

Floating misty in enchantment, 
Dreaming on the night-wind’s tide: 
Then with dewy laughter sprinkling 
All the flowers, and with tinkling 
Song, they joined in dances twinkling. 
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A WALT WHITMAN GROUSE 


It was in mellow October, and the tinted woods were 
sifting red and yellow leaves, , 

As we walked up the old logging-road, my faithful 
setter and I. 

Far-off we heard a soft reverberant drumming; insistent, 
penetrant, challenging; 

It was the proud cock-grouse, standing upon his favorite 
mossy log (so I supposed), 

And drumming his challenge—for it was too late to be 
a call of mating and love. 

And I said to my dog, “Let us find him, this high-souled 
woodland prince, 

For he is one of the noblest patricians of the North 
American wilds. 

His lineage is lofty and far-descended from the best 
blood of the past; | 

He carries armoria] bearings of the ancient forest-world; 

His ’scutcheon is gorgeous with wood-symbols and thrill- 
ing wood mysteries; 

His arms are the beauties of virginal woodlands and of 
powerful silent mountains, 

And of dusky laurelled gorges, glimmering, luring the 
heart away. 

If we see him, we shall have seen the very soul of wild 
beauty, 

The heart of the magical lonely woods, the Spirit of 
solitude, the source of life.” 

And my dog listened to me and understood me; I am very 
sure he understood me; 

For he looked at me with clear, faithful eyes, accepting 
my words and approving. 

He is more intelligent and affectionate than many men 
I know; 

He will follow me to the death; his greatest grief is 
when I must leave him. 

So we stepped quietly forward on the wonderful glowing 
leaves, 
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Alert, expectant of the radiant apparition of a presence 
of glory. 

And the tattered gold of the yet-unfallen leaves, hanging 
gorgeous and ruinous, 

Seemed screens to veil a miracle, or arras marginal to 
mystery. 

We were very careful—my dog more careful than I. He 
did not trail or point, 

But he stepped tense and ghostlike, his noble eyes ready 
for the vision. 

Then, thro a vista, shimmering far with sad and beautiful 
autumnal lights, 

Proud on a mossy log, unconscious of us, yet superbly 
wary, valiant and brave, 

Stood the cock-partridge! 

His fan-tail was spread; his wings were lowered; he was 
strutting. 

The soft gleaming of woodland lights was on his plumage. 
I could see the ruff, 

The prince’s black ruff, quiver in the stress of a chal- 
lenger’s emotions. 

All this my dog saw—and perhaps he saw more than I. 
He was fast to a point. 

—_A man, a dog, a cock-grouse... . We had no gun. . 
And did we regret it? 

No. For once we were not sorry, though we were hunters 
and lovers of sport; 

For we had seen the heart of the beautiful lonely woods,— 

And we left it beautiful and unbroken. 
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THE COTTON FIELD 


Looming black pines are deeply listening 

To music in the voice of mystic night, 

And stars have diademed their thoughtful brows. 
Expectant of a miracle, the field, 

The level field of cotton, stretches far, 

Lucent in misty dew and glimmering bloom. 

At last the moon, that fired the dusky forest, 

Sails clear above the pines, and floods the land 

With dreamlight that is beautiful as love. 


Now, all night long shall sleep in golden light 

The world beneath the glory of the moon. 

In ghostly beauty the cotton-blooms shall glow 

With secret lights. There shall the foliage shed 

The fragrant dew all glistening to the ground. 
And ’neath the luminous moonlight curtain vast, 
Shall ripen flower and boll, and bring to pass 

The splendor of the harvest that shall be. 


Now o’er the western pines the moon descends; 
Across the fields, chill, dewy, fragrant, full 

Of night-renewed vigor and fresh youth, 

A dawn-wind breathes. The day is near at hand. 
Now fades the light on trees and field. The east, 
Already rosy with the break of dawn, 

The Star of Day’s Annunciation wears. 
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A JESSAMINE 


Enshrined in laurel rustlings and perfume 

Of myrtle and of pine; | 

Burning in misty beauty, half concealed, 

In odorous dusks that are too sweet for gloom, 
Thou, yellow Jessamine, 

By thy own fragrance art revealed. 


The lustral river knows no loveliness 

Like that it takes from thee, 

When deeply mirrored in its yearning breast, 
Thou liest unconscious in its soft caress, 

Unreal and shadowy, 

Yet of all love, most holy, tenderest. 


The longing river bears thy memory far 
Through languorous Southern lands: 

By cypress shades and billowy leagues of lawn, 
All day, all night, until the morning star, 

Above the sea-coast sands, 

Fades into blue and gold and crimson dawn. 
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THE WOOD THRUSH 


Beautiful singer of the gorgeous rite 
Of setting suns, calm elegist of Light! 


If purple anthems from the pineland rolled, 
Blown by the pines’ rich organ-basses bold; 


If music of undiscovered oceans tossed 
On mystic shores, to all but dreamers lost; 


If flowers, rosy with the dawn’s caress, 
Found utterance for their dewy loveliness; 


If twilight, lingering in a fragrant dell, 
Were lyric with the thought. of life’s farewell :— 


If these were tuned to love by heavenly art, 
Divinely penetrative of the heart,— 


They would be vocal in thy poignant song, 
Floating the holy woodland aisles along, 


When, ere the magic star of evening gleams, 
Thy mortal music builds immorta] dreams. 
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FLOWER-SONGS 


In ballads blithe, in triolets, 

In rondels and in carols free, 
Pansies and pinks and violets 
Sing of their love and liberty, 
Their joy to blossom and to be. 


With many a startled lovely glance, 
For fear some stranger’s listening, 
Faint elfin songs of wood-romance, 
When dewy glades are glimmering, 
The wayward little wild-flowers sing. 


The daffodils like dancing fays 

Their mirth in laughing lyrics tell; 

The rose her royal self arrays 

In tints of tone that breathe and swell 
To melodies majestical. 


The stately light-crowned lilies raise 
Serenely to celestial tunes, 

Their heavenly hymns of holy praise; 
While, humbly glad, the clover croons 
A hundred simple sunny runes. 


If happy be the heart you bear 
As ’mong these faces fair you rove, 
Their mystic music you will hear, 
Their beauty as you bend above, 
If you will listen with your love. 
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MIGRANTS 


Through the frosty autumn night, 
Luminous and lone and bright, 
Come the sounds of rushing pinions 
And the far soft cries of flight. 
Swift beneath the stilly stars, 
Wings that sweep like scimitars 
Ever speed and ever onward 
From the winter’s icy bars. 


Looming mountains, vast, unknown, 
Now are mounted, overflown; 

And the misty plains call “Onward!” 
Through the starlight watching wan. 
Rolling rivers now are crossed, 
Rivers rolling to the coast, 

And the lordly purple mountains 

In vague distances are lost. 


Through the windy wild sea-spray, 
Where the inlet feeds the bay, 

On glimmering bars of tawny sands 
Their sweeping course they stay. 
There to bask and float at ease, 

Or, when flood meets offshore breeze, 
To be shrouded in the surf-mist 
From the plunging, pounding seas. 


And anon, in creek and bay, 

Inland they shall find their way 

To the gray abandoned ricefields 

And the river-reaches gray: 

There through waters warm to roam 
Till the voice of Love shall come, 

And the spring, through azure trumpets, 
Calls them northward, calls them home! 
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Lo, the hour of flight is near, 

Beating pinions climb the air, 

Through the darkness, through the darkness, 
But to them the way is clear: 

By the light of knowledge given, 

Wide the ancient night is riven: 

And no surer guide than Knowing 

Is there granted under heaven. 
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AUTUMN 


Where late the wild wood-warblers sang, 
The air is silent in these dells : 

No more in trembling beauty hang 

The fairy chimes of foxglove bells; 

In field and forest silence dwells. 

And I shall wander forth to see 

How Autumn can revealéd be. 


Not in the glimmering birches’ grace, 
Expressing girlhood to my thought; 

Not in the rugged hillside’s face 

Whose strength a thousand seasons wrought; 
Nor need she by the streams be sought. . 

She is a sense of joyous rest, 

In stately loveliness expressed. 


Deep in a dell, suffused and fair 

With golden peace,—how calmly sweet, 
With scarlet berries in her hair, 
Autumn herself at length I meet! 
And raying from her far retreat, 

I can behold, around, above, 

The fruits of all her toil and love. 


A duty finished gives her rest ‘ 

Her fruitful heart its balm has shed. 
Through ponderous portals of the west 
With sunset roses garlanded, 

In glory she shall soon be led 
Divinelier than angel, bright 

With dreams fulfilled before the night. 
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THE RED-WINGED BLACKBIRD 


Down in the meadow where the blue flags grow, 
Down where the reeds stand tall, 

There’s a woven nest in the marshes green 
Where the mallow blossoms fall. 

Over it a blackbird floats and sings, 

Bubbling his liquid glee;— 

There is no voice more blithe to sing 

Such meadow-minstrelsy. 


For the red-winged blackbird’s singing, O-gl-ee, O-gl-ee. 
And the oriole is listening from the misty elm tree; 

In those rich notes are blended songs of love and liberty, 
When the red-winged blackbird carols, O-gl-ee. 


Crimson his epaulets, sable his coat, 
Martial is his noble mien; 

Like a Lord of the Marches he rules the strand, 
And happy is his reign. 

Now on a lithe reed swaying low, 

Now on a green-plumed tree, 

This prince in black from the watery bournes 
Is calling liquidly :— 


For the red-winged blackbird’s whistling, O-gl-ee, O-gl-ee: 

And the locust blooms are falling from the fragrant bridal 
tree; 

Across the limpid landscape of the marshlands stretching 
free 

The red-winged blackbird’s fluting, O-gl-ee. 
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Wood thrushes sing in the deep pine copse, 
Robins from the trees of the lawn, 
And from far fields asleep in mist 

A bobwhite’s calling dawn. 

But ever the red-wing tells his joy 

In a lustral music free; 

Of all the murmuring watery marsh 

He is the voice to me. 


For the red-winged blackbird’s singing, O-gl-ee, O-gl-ee; 
While the landscape sad and beautiful and wonderful 
i to see 

_ Seems built by that sweet music as a Paradise would be, 
_ As the red-winged blackbird carols, O-gl-ee. 
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IN A FOREST 


An orchestra with harps of gold 
Makes music in this forest old: 

I hear from dewy hill-hung firs 
Dim melodies of dulcimers; 

The regal cardinalis tall 

Carols a scarlet madrigal; 

The trumpets of the hidden stream 
Are silver horns heard in a dream; 
The wind’s soft wand of lyric fire 
Touches the copse into a choir; 
The vireo ’mid the bloomy sprays 
Fingers the flute Titania plays :— 
Such melody, surpassing art, 
Brings deepest silence to my heart. 


Then comes a quiet to the wood, 

As if it uttered solitude. 

Demurely down the silent glade 

Shimmers the reticence of shade; 

Bright hauteurs virginally gleam 

From cloistered oaks, from soundless stream; 
A wild forsaken beauty shines 

About the hushed momentous pines; 

I did not dream that there could be 

Such stillness of felicity. 

The forest glimmers, mystic, mute,— 

A veiled enchantress. ... There’s no lute, 
No harp, no cymbal, and no singing,— 

But in my heart wild bells are ringing. 
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MOUNTAINS AND VALLEYS 


Hail to you, male mountains! The iron, the massive, 

In adamant morticed and based! 

You hard-hearted, masculine, physical mountains, 

I see you standing there and fearing not. 

O excellent, obdurate Force! Naked and obstinate, 

Bulwarked by boulders huge, 

With flying-buttresses of granite bastioned,— 

Thoughtful, vast, indomitable! 

O Fortitude, Stubbornness, grimmest Tenacity! 

Hale with a hardihood born out of fathomless courage! 

Calm are you with an ancient savage strength. 

Your battlemented fronts wear valor’s visage. 

Intrepid, sternly audacious, 

You await all onslaughts of wrath. 

When the mad cyclone comes Screaming in your faces, 

Unperturbed you break the back of the fiendish Thing. 

Unappalled you meet the volleying thunders of storms. 

With mighty thews you unhorse the hurricane, 

The champion bareback-rider of heaven you overthrow. 

—O silent ranks of rugged Titans! 

Your tall legions are reviewed by the Morning; 

Your veteran battalions parade in the sunset te 

Dauntless you patrol the lofty loneliness, 

The upper spaces where cruel Wings beat, where black 
voices call, 

The outer silences, the dreadful clutching darkness. 

Resolute sentinels, fronting the frontiers of Fear, 

Not once are you shaken, not once dismayed. 

You stand guard at the gates of the valleys, 

O elemental male mountains, tacit and strong, 

Warriors of the earth, and soldiers of the sky! 


Behold, far away, heart-breaking in beauty, 

The female Valley! O lovely, alluring, 

Surely your beauty is glory enough for you! 

But you, too, are conqueror, even of the mountains. 
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Almighty strength of tenderness is yours; for ’tis to you 

The powerful mountains yearn. 

The independent giants,—they longingly look toward you. 

~© delicate, feminine, exquisite Valley, 

The buoyant, the lissome, the airy, the lithe, 

Wearing your life like a garment of rainbows fash- 
ioned ... 

O virginal Valley! Wafted from you are fragrances 
poignant — 

O modest and chaste,—mistily retiring, 

Fair with a wildrose wonder and innocence, 

Yet winsome-inviting and wise! 

Far-calling, singing, beckoning, dancing, 

Bright with light and laughter, 

Beautiful, all a-shimmer with dew and with delight, 

Shining softly, irradiating peace, 

The sweet home with love illumining. 

Haunting, mysterious Valley! Fruitful and quiet, 

Tinged and tinted with the touches of immortal grace! 

Glimmering with the premonitions of nameless bliss ! 

Inscrutable Valley! I fear you in fascination: 

I love you,—I fear you! | 

—The bold and upright mountains are understood, 

Those simple and candid and barbarous children, 

Prideful in power,—I admire them, honor them, 

Giving to strength its due. 

But O Valley divine! I cannot know you! 

O sacred one! Dear sweetheart Eve, you are to be loved 

With love of the heart that is holiest mystery. 
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THE BELL-BUOY 


When silences like shadows fall 

In night’s majestic glimmering hall, 
Beyond the coastline’s sombre wall 
Where pines have made a purple pall, 
I hear her wild mysterious call 

In darkness terrible and tall. ... 

Her music takes my heart in thrall: 

I question, and she answers all. 


She’s manacled to White Shark Bank 
Where the proud Indian Princess sank. ... 
Against her chain she haggles lank, 
Whimpering a wet and dreary clank,— 
Her glossy-gleaming female flank 

With beryl cascades streaming dank: 

Now drowned and dazed, now heaving blank, 
Bowing to breakers, rank on rank. 


Slow-nodding to the raveled rips, 
She plunges, poises, bleakly sips 

A pledge to proudly passing ships. . . 
She checks; she dips; her bosom drips, 
Adown a sliding canon slips; 

Then as she reels and madly strips 
Green draperies from breast and hips, 
A requiem is on her lips. 


Crying like some long-captured thing, 
Groined to the mud, with soul awing,— 
Shackled, she has the heart to sing! 

I find my spirit listening 

To what that wild sea-bell may ring, 
What grim defiance she may fling, 

What mortal message she may bring,— 
Groined to the mud, with soul awing! 
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From you, O mystic wild sea-bell, 
Lyric in your lone citadel, 
Unutterable secrets swell: 

To me at last are audible 

The language still of hope’s farewell, 
The words that in brave silence dwell 
Tears of the heart that never fell,— 
All that love feels, but cannot tell. 
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Nobly the music from her came: 

(What tether can the spirit tame?) 

Her dauntless comradeship I claim: 
Suffering a torment none can name,— 

Like me, like me,—our fate the same, 
Fellows in fate’s gigantic game,— 

Tossing for aye ’twixt heaven and shame,— 
Chained to the mud, with soul aflame! 


Far-off, far-off I hear the moan 

Of her immortal music lone: 
Though trembling on a mortal throne, 
Eternal things are in her tone. 

Where never a guiding light has shone, 
Deep in the night, the night alone, 

Her heart has fathomed the Unknown, 
And all she finds, she makes my own. 


Dim chantress of the rolling years, 

Divinely knelling mortal fears,— 

I hearken: and to me appears 

The light eternal beauty wears; 

My heart the shore immortal nears, 

Where sounds, amid the starry spheres, 

Such music as the spirit hears 

When Love has touched life’s Harp of Tears. 
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THE CARDINAL 


Gray from the oaks the mosses hung, 
Green from the pine the grape; 
Between them flashed a crested flame, 
A thrilling lyric shape. 

It was the happy cardinal 

With crystal-ringing voice, 

Whose music summoned all the world 
To listen and rejoice. 


The red-bud trees were leafing out, 

The swamps were all a-shimmer 

With twinkling gleams of coming green; 
Soft did the live-oaks glimmer 

With emerald tints that lustrous shone 
Like jewels of a dream;— 

*Twas then the cardinal would sing 
Above the wandering stream. 


He used to mount the topmost twig 
Of the tallest tupelo tree, 

And flushed by dawn to deeper rose 
He sang of love to me; 

He sang of purity and grace, 

Of life and love and light, 

Of hours of tender happiness 

And innocent delight. 


He loved the birchen thicket grey, 

The hollies’ safe retreat; 

But height and spacious skyward views 

Lured forth his music sweet. 

When blue and gold the east had flushed, 

He mounted from the gloom 

Where he could breathe the dawn, could watch 
The flowers of sunrise bloom. 
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The cardinal! the cardinal! 

How long ago it seems 

That joyous music rang,—how dim 
Those far-off springtime gleams:— 
O yet when I remember them, 
Life’s wintry cares depart;— 

A cardinal, a cardinal 

Is singing in my heart! 
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THE SEA IN THE SKY 


The sea in the cloudless sky, 
Blue, blue the waters lie; 
And the hours tremble on 
After the trembling dawn. 


~The sea in the stormy sky, 

Dark roll the waves and high; 
With the far surf heaving white 
On the shadowy edge of night. 


The sea in the midnight sky, 
Light after light on high; 

The wide track stretching free, 
And the starry ships on the sea. 


The sea in the sunset sky, 
Where the gorgeous billows die; 
In cloudy ranks they come 
Plunging to twilight foam. 
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A CAROLINA WREN 


The virginal white morning comes, 
And in her gleaming beauty glows; 
Then through the dewy garden roams 
All radiant from rose to rose. 


The pure morn glorifies the scene;— 

Ah, what more sweet could morning bring 
Than yonder Carolina wren 

Just caroling and caroling! 


Oh, carol, Carolina Wren! 

The gray oaks waken in the gold 
Of sunrise, and the river-fen 

Is silver-misted as of old. 


Upon a cedar post where climbs 
A jasmine vine, he sits and sings 
Of happy hearts and happy times 
Till all the mellow woodland rings. 


Oh, carol, Carolina Wren, 

And bring the blue in and the bright; 
Bring back lost beauty; oh, and then 
Sing all the world to love and light! 


I am where pain has never been, 
And all my joys awake and sing 
With yonder Carolina Wren 
Just caroling and caroling! 
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IN APRIL 


Beryl-green the cypresses, 


And the poplar’s shimmering spire; 


Even the ancient live-oak trees 
Gleam in emerald flame and fire, 
Glow in April ecstasies. 


In the lonely woods of pine, 
Rapt in sunlight of the spring, 
Though they never wrote a line, 
Lofty pine-tree poets sing 
Lyrics human and divine. 


And the far-hid jessamines 
Feel the mystic summoning; 
Over hollies, myrtles, pines, 
Satin stars of saffron cling 
To rich tapestries of vines. 


And within a garden fair, 

Where the flowers are impearled,— 
Less of earth than of the air, 
Walks the April of my world, 
With a red rose in her hair. 
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HARTH 


How wonderful is earth! 

This soil of precious worth! 

Though gold be gold, it has no life to give; 
But in the furrow dark 

There waits a vital spark 

That whispers to the seed, “Awake and live!” 


Sunsets and dawns of bloom 

Rise from that rayless gloom, 

And thence the Oak receives his massive crown; 
The timid wilding Flower, 

Frail fairy of an hour, 

From dust has made her artful, artless gown. 


Far in that night profound, 

Each tree its fruit has found, 

Each season draws from dust its treasures still. 
In happy flower and tree 

Dust utters joyously 

A language of eternal tone and will. 


Toiler beneath the sod! 

O Worker calm with God 

In grandeur of a silent, vast design; 

In lifting Life to light 

Out of an ancient night, 

Love’s purpose in the human heart is thine! 
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TO HALLEY’S COMET 


Far-rushing as a lordly storm 

Of fire through the mighty skies, 

We feel thy mute, majestic charm 
With rapture, awe, and wild surmise. 


With rapture: through tremendous space, 
Thy form has raced with star-flashed light; 
And proudly kept the awful pace 

Of Neptune plunging through the night. 


With awe: beyond our mortal sight, 
Profounder systems, star and sun, 
Have gazed upon thy wondrous flight, 
And of their glories named thee one. - 


Perchance beyond thy boundary lone, 
We might surmise, there wait for us 
Our Loved, our Lost, our very Own, 
And He, their Master glorious. 
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THE HILLCREST PINE 


By all comrades long forsaken, 
By the storm and thunder shaken, 
He a grim deep root has taken. 


Him the wintry blasts discover; 
But the wild moon is his lover; 
Close to him the white stars hover. 


Silent, stark, eternal token 
Of the trouble kept unspoken, 
Of the will that is not broken: 


—This the stars in heaven divining, 
Their tall thrones of light resigning, 
For a crown on him are shining. 
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THE DRUMMER’S DRUM 


Do you hear the drumming of the drummer’s drum? 
Far from their hillside-home the throbbings come: 
Dim blue distances a voice have found,— 

Silent solitudes a speech profound. 

Autumn’s glamour in that tone is told,— 

Vocal its mystery and gleaming gold; 

Haunting rapture by a rune is caught, 

Wildwood beauty by the breezes brought. 


Winy fragrances from falling leaves, 

Bright dew-drenchings that the wood receives, 

Odors from the hickory, the ash, the oak,— 
Mist-wreaths winding through the trees like smoke,— 
What is the language that can now express 

All this loneliness and loveliness? 

All its meaning unto you will come 

When you hear the drumming of the drummer’s drum. 


Life has for every heart a Neverland, 

Another country, an unreached strand; 

A Face unfound as yet, for all our search; 

Some far happiness beyond our reach. 

But in the autumntide our hearts are brought 

Close to that Luring Land that all have sought,— 
Close to the capture of its love we come 

When we hear the drumming of the drummer’s drum. 
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PLANTATION MORNING 


A thousand pines are burning bright, 

A thousand warders of the night 

Along the gorgeous sunrise line 

In red pulsating armor shine. 

Far-glowing as a mystic sea, 

The sedgefield’s rolling goldenly. 

All dewy-tender is the blue 

Of early skies; while breathing through 
The trembling pines a dawn wind seems 
Whispering the giants from their dreams, 
Until their voices, nobly one, | 

Go thronging joyful to the sun. 


Lyric in this fair morn of spring, 
The larks are flying wing and wing; 
Through twinkling dews ambrosial 
Echoes the bobwhite’s ringing call; 
Where mistily the woodlots meet, 
The cardinals are whistling sweet; 
The mock-bird’s singing joyous-free, 
The bluebird’s warbling sunnily; 
From glistening elms and laurels tall, 
Bright restless blue jays fly and call, 
Seattering the shining drops that fall; 
High in the dreamful sycamores 
That sentinel the river shores 

The wild dove suns her rosy breast, 
Visioning love, and mate, and nest. 


The ancient home comes into view 
Far down the shadowy avenue; 
Glimmer beneath their live-oak shades 
The cool, colonial colonnades, 

The porches broad, the pillars white, 
The leaded windows twinkling light. 
The sunrise shimmeringly discloses 
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{ 


The dreams the garden had of roses. 
In bridal bloom the cherry trees 
- Are fluttering in the fragrant breeze; i 
Long. rows of cotton and of corn Me 
Are gleaming in the gaudy morn, Re EL | 
As far fields swim into the gaze _ seas | ' 
Beneath the soft mist’s sparkling haze. _ ; 


{ 


In beauty, by the dark pine groves, 
A mystic radiant spirit moves, _ 

- Touching the home, the fields, the trees 
With love that is the soul of peace. 
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PLANTATION TWILIGHT 


In the blue vase that is the sky 

The sunset rose is drooping; ) 

From fragrant misty fastnesses 

The shadowy deer come trooping; 

From glimmering swamps I hear the owls— 
Night’s phantom huntsmen—whooping. 


A stranger in these haunted wilds 
Might wander lorn, half-frighted; 

But they are home to me... That scent 
Is jasmine, dew-delighted; 

Yon ghostly blossom is a bay, 

Sweet as young love requited. 


That shimmer on the live-oak leaves? 
A moonbeam’s deftly slanting; 

That lonely and sardonic bark? 

A gray fox, idly ranting; | 

That murmuring of mystic harps? 
The pines their vespers chanting. 


I love the home-woods deep and still, 
And full of wonder dreaming; 
Above their dewy sleep the stars 
Like seraphim are streaming ;— 

But best I love the wildwood’s end, 
And yonder home-light’s gleaming! 
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THE GRAY HERALDS 


- Though the hillsides harbor snows, 
Every heart wild gladness knows, 

For northward through the misty night 
A clanging chorus goes; 

Ranging through the vaulted deep, 
Gray battalions grandly sweep 
Through the fields of stars and azure, 
Up the glimmering stairs of sleep. 


Fog-mysterious village lights 

Turn them from their tingling heights, 
And over house and garden pass 

The dark bewildered flights,— 

Bringing news of bursting vines, 

Roses, myrtles, jessamines, 

Southshore springtime, far green glimpses 
Of bright bayoux fringed with pines. 


Valiantly the streaming wedges 
Graze the wild moon’s icy edges; 

By tomorrow they’ll be sporting 
In the Athabascan sedges! 

Daring trumpeters who bring 
Summons to the heart to sing, 

For they van the march triumphant 
Of the legions of the Spring. 
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THE WILDFLOWER 


As, fringed with folds of fragile lace, 
You lift your exquisite pure face, 
Far Beauty’s presence I can trace 
Sad-gleaming shine; 


Frail haunting charm, pale magic grace, 


Spirit divine. 


If naught else in the world I saw 
To teach me love and sacred awe, 
Through you I understand the law 
That hearts obey: 

Your life and loveliness you draw 
From far away. 


To lift your virgin dewy eyes, 

Younger than Eve’s in sweet surprise, 
To make you look upon the skies 

Earth had no might; 

It took the sun to make you rise 

Into the light. 


And never a heart but feels from far 
The Power that ranges, star to star, 
Whose gorgeous coming naught can bar: 
It finds its own, 

Mounting, where love’s high altars are, 
Its mystic throne. 
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THE PINES 


They have hands to be laid 

On the wild and weary heart; 
Cool green hands for my head. . 
All I need, they impart. 

And, to still the pulses’ start, 
More divine than Music’s art, 
Silences like starlight shed. 


Faint recoverings I feel 

Of the hope I had resigned. 

Theirs is love whose touch can heal 
Mortal wounds of heart and mind. 
Have I lost? They can find.. 
Since my trouble they’ve divined, 
They can give me grace to kneel. 


They have voices to be heard 

By the heart whence music’s fled; 
Mighty are the gifts conferred 
On the soul to rapture dead: 


Peace, toward which the feet are led; 


Calm, to which the spirit’s wed; 
- Love, with resurrection word. 


Only Love thus fathomed me, 
Sweetly life’s grave truth to teach 
With a poignant sympathy: 

In a language more than speech, 
On the sky’s eternal beach, 

“Grief is not beyond love’s reach,” 
Hymns the Pines’ melodious sea. 
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DUST 


Of dust our mighty world 

Was made by Thee, dear God; 
Yet out of dust arise 

Rose, lily, goldenrod. 


The massive mountain-pine, 
The wildflower by the ford,— 
These are of thee, O Dust,— 
But also of the Lord. 


And dust of dust are we, 

Dim motes; but in God’s beam 
Of love we'll turn to gold, 

And in His glory gleam. 


Nor shall we sleep in dust 
Forever... 6 9408s All we see 
Of beauty slept in dust 

Till wakened, Lord, by Thee. 


Therefore we will not fear: 
God drew us out of dust; 
This He can do again; 

As He loves, and we trust. 
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AUTUMN SONG 


O the horn, O the horn, 

O the hunter’s merry horn, 

That with music thrills the wildwood 
And that carries through the corn, 
Silvered, sere, and shivering brightly 
In the frosty autumn morn! 


O the hounds and the horn 

And the buck that breaks from cover! 
His flaunting tail is flashing high; 
His black nose is a-quiver; 

They'll be fleetest hounds that follow, 
For he’s running for the river! 


O the golden gleam and glance 

Of the sun on bronzing fell! 

O the dewy pinewood purple,— 

And the ferny fragrant dell,— 

O the young hound’s grieving tenor, 
And the old hound’s deep bass bell! 


O bright in flaming beauty 

Burn the berries in the bush! 

And the scarlet of the sumac 
Lures to feast the timid thrush; 
(He will hymn the holy evening 
When day’s strident clamors hush.) 


O the horn in distance fainting, 

O the hounds beyond the hills! 

O the strong stag o’er the river! 

O rich music that fulfils 

Autumn’s beauty! ’Tis the veery 
That like love the wildwood thrills. 
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THE GROUSE 


With him the woodland wonders come; 
Their beauties in his flight depart, 
Or like far music fading sweet 

They linger in the listening heart; 
For all that wanders and is wild, 
With faerie charms remote and dim, 
Luring like rich autumnal lights, 
Seems gathered to the soul of him. 


To the lost wood he brings a soul; 
A spirit to the glen he gives; 

The silent and forsaken hill 

To sudden rapture wakes and lives. 
As off he speeds upon those wings 
That deftly thread the thicket’s way; 
Or does he merely cross the road? 
The day becomes a magic day! 


Of mountain-silence he’s the tone, 

The voice of hushed, seraphic places; 

The meaning of the loveliness 

That glimmers forth the forest-graces; 
The haunting scenes of mountains grand, 
The radiant peace of wonder-woods, 

The mystery and marvel old 

Abiding in the solitudes. 


The hill-crest pines have runes of sleep; 
The brawling brook has urgent speech; 
The ocean’s old unrest is loud 

In rolling anthems of the beach; 

But in this bird the wildwood sings 
The only lyric to impart 

A sense of all the silentness 

And music of sweet Nature’s heart. 
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MOONRISE 


The wide marsh stirs from marge to marge, 
A wind is freshening from the sea; 

A red moon rises, low and large, 

The flood is flowing deep and free. 


Uncertain echoes fill the night; 

_ The marsh-birds gather on the sedge; 
The marsh is sinking out of sight, 
The red moon watching from its edge. 


The dim marsh drinks the waters warm, 
Drinks them and drowns in moving bliss; 
The sea is losing her love-charm, 

The moon no longer leans to kiss. 


Far as the farthest islands mark 

The distant beaches, where the foam 
Is thunderous, are waters dark, 
Through which the silver moon will roam. 
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THE LAW 


It makes the mountains bide; 

Its rein is on the tide; 

And where the far worlds ride 

In vasty heaven,— 

To lone Arcturus bright, 

To Neptune in his might, 

Plunging through ancient Night, 
One law is given. 


Deftly its hand divine 
Lifted the towering pine, 
And taught the helpless vine 
Clambering grace; 

Seabeach, and dell’s repose, 
River and virgin rose, 

In order did dispose, 

Each in its place. 


Bournes of the sunset far 
Under the evening star,— 
Glens where the kalmia 
Blushes alone,— 

Rapt spirit-lands withdrawn, 
Deep sources of the dawn, 
Hills with mist-mantles on,— 
One Law have known. 


To its almighty wand 
Wildflowers and worlds respond; 
And human hearts are bond 

Unto its might,— 

Whose purpose is to bless, 

Whose strength is gentleness, 
Whose hand is a caress, 

Whose word is light. 
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Through it all Truth is taught; re nM 
By it all joy is brought; | 
All striving comes to naught | 

With it at war; : y a en 
And it abides, although 
All else to dust shall go. ise ie 
Be still, O Heart, and know : Cs 
Love is the Law. © © ; oa 
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WOOD-VIOLETS 


By the home avenue, 

Shadowed with vines, 

Gleaming with dreams and dew, 
Perfumed by pines, 

Fair in this woodland old 

Young Beauty shines. 


Here the wood-violets 
Radiant rise, 

Turn toward the fathomless 
Blue of the skies 

All the deep azure of 
Fathomless eyes. 


From the mold’s midnight dead, 
By the dim road, 

Here the wood-violets 

Lift through the sod 

Beauty most mystical, 

Brimming with God. 


So near is He, the wood 
Trembles with grace; 
And now for joy is still, 
In His embrace: 
Loveliness is His form,— 
Beauty, His face. 


In my heart every voice 

Of hate is dumb; 

In my heart Love’s sweet voice 
Cries, “He is come!” 

So near is He, my heart 

Might be His home. 
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Ah, but I sought Him far! | ; 
Vain ways I’ve trod... : 
He’s in the violets | 
Here by the road...... “ 
—Beauty is everywhere ! 
Giving us God. | 
[55] 


AFAR IN THE FOREST 
(ToT. Pi iis 


Afar in the forest I’m longing to rove, 
Afar in the forest, the forest I love! 

All dewy and fragrant at breaking of morn, 
To follow the hounds and the echoing horn. 


Afar in the forest, O brother of mine,— 
Afar in the forest of oak and of pine, 

I cherish the hope that with you I may roam 
Afar in the forest, the forest of home! 


There joyous once more at daybreaking to ride, 

Through glimmering pinelands with you by my side,— 
When red is the east, or when gold is the west 

Afar in the forest’s the place we love best. 


Afar in the forest are waiting our joys, 

Afar in the forest we loved so as boys; 

And still for us now in the woods’ wildest ways 

Afar in the forest are happiest days. : % 


Afar in the forest, O brother of mine, 

Deep, deep in those woodlands of oak and of pine, 
I’m longing with you in our gladness to roam 
Afar in the forest, the forest of home. 
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MY LITTLE LAD 


I leave him now with you, Miss Jones,— 

My little lad... He'll learn 

From books and maps and charts and rules,— 
Yet over him I yearn; 

For he has loved the tiny flowers 

That peep beneath the fern. 


His eyes will dance, his heart delight 
To see a wildrose flush; 

Or if a bird begins to sing 

In yonder lilac bush, 

He will lay down his book, I fear, 
To listen to the thrush. | 


He’s just a little wildheart lad, 

A lightfoot lad and free; 

He’s raced the skimming swallows far, 
And the seagulls by the sea; 

He’s timid as a startled fawn, 

Not brave, like you and me. 


And yet his heart is not untaught: 
In awe, in solitude, 

He gained the gift of gentleness; 
In silence he has stood, 

Aware, because of lovely things, 
How close to us is God. 


I leave him now with you, Miss Jones,— 
I’m asking much, I fear: 

His little heart will need your love 

Its tenderness to share. . 

But women understand,—. To them 

‘Lads’ wildheart ways are dear. 
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F. L. H. 


O thou with the unlifted eyes, and face 

Starry with recollection and the light 

Of beautiful unhappiness, time brings 

Not loss but sure reward. Thy heart has dreamed 
Of beauty that thine eyes will never see, 

Has listened to the voices of the Past, 

And answered them: has heard life’s sorrowful 
Sweet music softly grieving on the night. 

When the grey years have gathered and stolen up 
To gaze into thy memorable eyes, 

Thou shalt behold the fair long time ago, 

And those well loved. The shadowy quietness 
Will bring the lost days back to thee, and they, 
Arriving silently with faces bright, 

As wistful stars in some still river’s tide, 

Will look on thee, will understand, and love. 

It is thine hour. God will permit thee then 

To touch the hands of dear remembered friends, 
Old childhood playmates with soft waving hair, 
That blows through the low sunset on thy face, 
Ineffably caressing. Then thine eyes, 

Beholding loveliness will be lifted to 

Fields deep in flowers, lotus-bosomed strands, 
Sweet indolent valleys sinking to the sea, 

Beyond blue mountains in the luring west. 

I see thee near the unillumined land 

Radiant, and as a rose immaculate, 

Exhaling beauty dying in the dark. 

It is thine hour of hours. And from that dream 
Unto a deeper dream thy spirit glides; 

Not as those who from transient visions start, 
And through whose hearts crashes the wild, fierce world, 
For then their love, earth-born, must rise and go, 
Wounded, into the darkness of the night. 
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THE MOTHER 


She is gone from whom I learned 

All love’s meaning; for she yearned 

Always to sustain and save. 

For the strength I did not have 

Safely unto her I turned... 

Though the world would scorn me, break me, 
Never did her love forsake me; 

Home into her heart she’d take me. 


She is gone to whom I bared 

All my life; who would have cared 
For this loneliness I feel. 

She had sympathy to heal 

Every wound,—whose pain she shared. 
Watching tenderly above me, 

Deeply shaken by what moved me, 
Well she understood and loved me. 


Always mother to her child, 

She convoyed me through the wild 

Of life’s wasteland .. All was well 
Till the parting-time befell... 
- How shall I be reconciled, — 

With her now no more beside me, 
With no hand like hers to guide me, 
With no heart on which to hide me? 


- She is gone who gave relief 
To each weariness and grief,— 
Spent herself on my poor cares; 
For my trouble shed her tears... 
She made natural, belief 
In all noble things. ... She sought me 
In my sins, and homeward brought me... 
All I know of God, she taught me. 
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She is gone, and I remain 

Solitary on life’s plain... 

But one joyous thought I know— 
Where she’s gone, I too shall go. 

Life without that hope were vain... 
Though my One Beloved must leave me, 
Through it all I will not grieve me; 
For at last she shall receive me. 
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TO HART 


The music of all that is joyous and free; 

The beauty of all that the eye cannot see; 

The dawn of deep wonder that love brings to be; 
The spirit of all that is dearest to me. 


) 
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THE JUDGE 


We loved the Judge, though we would say 
That he had long outlived his day. 
—Upon a southern slope, there grows 

An orchard: rows on glimmering rows 
Of clean-barked apples, strong and young. 
And when the trees with fruit are hung, 
Or when the bridal mood of spring 

Has set their beauty blossoming, 

They are the marvel of the vale: 

That orchard’s crops can never fail. 

Each tree is stalwart, trimmed, and taught 
Efficiency by modern thought; 

Each tree is meant to bear; each tree 

A mighty bearer comes to be... 
—Beyond the orchard, by a stream 
Where nature-lovers come to dream, 
There is a gnarled old apple tree 

Worth nothing in efficiency. 

Its branches spread a generous shade; 
Heaved roots an armchair-seat have made; 
It bears sweet blossoms unconstrained, 
And sheds its gracious shade untrained; 
Here the clear stream delays its sweep; 
Here winds of summer fall asleep. 

Loved by all hearts, this ancient tree 
Offers its welcome, kindly, free; 

Full of quaint faults and winsome ways, 
And gladsome lights of other days... 
—The Judge? In modern men you see 
The Orchard; and in him, the Tree. 
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THE MOTHER OF SHAKESPEARE 
May, 1564 


“The Avon’s pacing slow along, 

That, as I hold thee, cradles Song. 
Green to the tide the willows sweep, 

A shadowy tryst the birches keep, 

A wild bird’s singing in the sun, 

The dew-drops down the grasses run, 

And Nature’s tremulous to tell 

Of thee, my child, some miracle. 


From the vast future comes to me, 
Like the choiring of shore and sea, 
Far music. Through my deep of soul 
I feel it like the thunder roll. 
And nearer now! My being shakes, 
The music like an ocean breaks, 
And floods with glorious grief my heart,— 
O Baby, tell me who thou art! 


In Bethlehem, did Mary mild 

Wist of the wonder of her Child? 
Heard she His voice o’er dying Rome 
Calling His wandered millions home? 
And shall my little one—nay, nay, 
Forgive the thought, dear Lord, I pray: 
I only long to know that he, 

O blessed Christ, may follow Thee. 


This little head that lies upon 

My bosom,—ah, when I am gone, 

Where shall it rest? Uplifted now 

These dewy lips, this pearly brow, 

These angel eyes.—I cannot see 

What Time, sweet child, will make of thee,— 
Only I hear great music sound; 

In thee its voice may yet be found.” 
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THE FRIEND 
W.M. I. 


He is not like another one 

Of all my friends. He stands alone. 
Beyond the field and bounding wood, 

Far on the seashore’s solitude, 

A Tree behind a rugged Rock 

Has long withstood the breaker’s shock. 
The Rock is bold and clean and hard; 

Its face by tempests old is scarred. 

It changes not in sun or rain, 

In calm, or raging hurricane. 

It has an aspect nobly grand, 

Interpreting for sea and land 

The grandeur of the gales that break, 

But cannot once this Titan shake. 

It has a beauty fine and grave, 

A beauty wrought by wind and wave. 
Sometimes in maelstroms it is drowned; 
Sometimes by wild foam-flowers crowned 
As if the mad Gale understood 

The Rock’s calm-couraged hardihood, 

And gave, the harrying waves among, 

A tribute to a champion strong.... 

No storm this outpost has escaped; 

Its strength by hardship has been shaped; 
By it, in nights of fear and gloom, 

The Terrible was overcome. 

It won in conflict, not in ease, 

Its power of tremendous peace. 

Such shelter as it gives the Tree, 

My steadfast friend has given me. 
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THE FACE BELOVED 


More than the lingered bloom of youth, 
I love these lines of pity and ruth, 
Time-written on the cherished face. 

A certain pure immortal grace, 

Allied to beauty and to truth, 

Sorrow can subtly form and trace. 


These marks, these silver hairs, are signs 
Of struggle ’gainst Fate’s fell designs, 

Of journeys gray, of hours and miles 

Of passage through the dark defiles 

Of doubt, storm-driven by life’s winds ;— 
Of failure met with faith and smiles. 


Upon this face behold a light! 

A dawning on the mortal night! 
Over no forest, field or foam 

This mystic radiance has come; 

It is the beam that tells how bright 
This human heart has kept its home. 


These features speak of sorrow borne 
Nobly, of life’s white flower worn 
Fadeless amid the press and storm. 
This beauty to the soul is balm. 
Deeply to comfort those who mourn 
This presence has celestial charm. 


Not that the virgin, flowering face 
Of Youth, for me has lost its grace; 
But these calm features that I love 
My heart to nobler purpose move, 
And, ere the ending of life’s race, 
The triumph of the Spirit prove. 
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THE BABY ASLEEP 
I. H.R. 


A smile, faint, beautiful, and shy 
Upon his fairy features gleams; 
Of some bright star or butterfly 
Or flower he gently dreams. 


Perhaps an angel takes his hand,— 
An angel loving him as we,— 

To lead him through a shining land, 
Or by a singing sea. 


His tiny heart with quickening beat, 
In happy innocence beguiled, 

Is wandering far ’mid clover sweet, 
Or rambling roses wild. 


O stay not long in fields afar, 

Nor lose Love’s hand in sleep or night! 
When fades the lustrous morning star, 
Return to be our light! 
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TO C. H. I. 


Always the Calm for them who bear 
The swift and cruel stroke of fate; 

a Companion of the desolate; 

| . ; Always the Hope of them who fear. 


Always the Strength—but not of earth—, 
The spirit-strength superb and free, 

Spent by the soul’s sincerity 

On deeds of humblest noble worth. 


Always the joyous Courage strong, 
fo Sustaining, cheering, guiding sure; 

S The Sword and Shield that shall endure 
a All sorrow, evil, strife, and wrong. 


A loving heart her life employs: 
Another’s needs are all her fears; 
Her griefs are for another’s tears; 
Her gladness, for another’s joys. 


Always the Beauty to fulfil 

Our dreams of loveliness divine; 
Always the Star of Life to shine 
O’er shadowy vale and darksome hill. 


Horizons vast of land and sea 

Must be the bounds of our domains: 
In regions where the Spirit reigns 
Hers is an ampler sovereignty. 


Always a Radiance she brings ... 

For she who friends through Trouble’s night 
The Lost, has learned the way to light 

That leads to far celestial things. 
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WHEN HART IS GONE 


When Hart is gone, there comes on me 
A shadow that I cannot flee; 

A trouble that no words can tell; 

A deeper meaning in farewell; 

A sense of loss in all I see. 


The gleams that dawned so radiantly 

On human face, on flower and tree,— 

And Love, confirming all was well,— 
Vanish, with her, their source, to dwell.— 
Life is defeat, not victory, 

When Hart is gone! 


I miss her laughter, and her free 

Blithe comradeship, gay constancy. 

—The brightest star that ever fell 

Gave no such light, shed no such’ spell, 
Left no such dark as comes to be 

When Hart is gone. 
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A SON OF NATURE 
(To Arthur T. Wayne) 


There’s a man by Copahee, 
Wisest, kindliest of his race, 
To our age a noble grace; 
And he knows by land and sea 
Every wild wing beating free 
In aerial liberty. 


He has seen wood-warblers build, 
And has stayed his steps to hear 
Vireos fluting lyrics clear; 

When the wide-winged sunsets gild 
Vast sea-marshes, he is thrilled, 
And his heart with peace is filled. 


He has watched day’s beauty fade 
Glimmering through Long Island’s pines, 
And has loved the night’s designs 

When, with fervor unafraid, 

Through the gathering velvet shade 

He has paced the cedarn glade. 


He has watched from Capers’ beach 
How the ebb goes ramping out, 

Heard the wrathful breakers shout, 
Learned what all the seabirds teach, 
By that knowledge wide to reach 
Nature’s soul through nature’s speech. 


Where white stream and starlight meet 
_ Wildly in the wizard glen, 

Ere the waters flood the fen, 

Cool bay-flowers, fragrant, sweet, 

Brush his forehead, while his feet 

Stem the twinkling waters fleet. 
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He has followed lurings shy 

Of the wood and of the wave; 
Long ago his heart he gave 

To the gladness of the sky; 
And by work of ear and eye 
Brings to us God’s wonders nigh. 


He has loved the bronzing wood, 
And has stood at dusk alone 
Where the dreamy cotton shone; 
With its ghostly blossoms dewed, 
Into starlike life renewed 

By the magic of night’s mood. 


Well he loves the ray that steals 
Glimmering through the mystic nook, 
Dancing on the brawling brook; 
Home for him each scene reveals; 
Where the towering eagle wheels 

In far skies, his place he feels. 


Like a sentry he discerns 
Bivouacs of stars that sleep, 
Tented in the midnight deep; 
For the True his spirit yearns, 
Toward the Lovely ever turns, 
And of Truth and Beauty learns. 


From the broomsedge and the brake, 
From the marsh and from the wood, 
Home he brings glad news of God, 
Tidings high of power to make 
Every heart its sin forsake, 

Every life fresh courage take. 
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— 


In his face are radiancies 

Born of earth and sky and air, 
Born of nature’s aspects fair; 

Souls of bird-songs, blossoms, trees : 
In his eyes are mysteries, 
Lingering lights of all he sees. 


To his life a tone is brought 

Out of song and waters falling, 

Out of nature’s voices calling, 

Young and pure and valiant,—caught 
From the field and forest,—wrought 
By his mind to noble thought. — 
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THE GREAT OF HEART 
ToF.B.E. 


Give me the great of heart: the mighty winds 

That sway the pendent world; the hale glad sea; 

The wild moon homing for the haunting west 

O’er mountains in their freedom vast and old; 

The towering stars; the huge sequestered night; 
Ancestral ancient trees; skies, rivers, dawn, 

And glimmering Evening’s long-lashed mysteries. 


My friends, though few, let them be great of heart! 
Dauntless, yet near to laughter and to tears; 

Disdainful of all gain save comradeship,— 

As elemental as the candid plains, 

Or intimate deep forests; lovers true 

Who have the spirit’s fathomless far reach 

To the heart of God ... O may such friends be mine! 
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OF WAR AND SOLDIERS 


LEE 


As Arthur is to England, 
As Roland is to France, 


Beyond the range of time and change,— 


Immortal as Romance,— 
America, whose heritage 

Of heroes is your crown, | 
Forever shall the fame of Lee 
Be one with your renown. 


O Land, his chivalry of heart 

In all your glory gleams; 

And from afar his spirit’s star 
Dawns through your noblest dreams; 
Who through eternal years shall mean, 
In your superb advance, 

What Arthur is to England, 

What Roland is to France. 
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= 


THE DESTROYER 


Breathless, impetuous, 
Dauntless One, proud of soul,— 
Sudden and glorious, ' 

Under a fierce control,— 
Shrewdly, at cyclone speed, 
Serving the Nation’s need! 


Guardian that watches -well _ 
Over the Fleet at sea,— 
Crafty swift sentinel, 

Certain and fleet and free, 
Fearless of foes unseen | 
Chasmed ’neath billows green. 


Black as a thunderstorm 

Thy sombre smokeclouds roll, 
While thy sea-shouldering form, 
Like the mad tempest’s soul, 
Flashes to sudden might 

Through the foam’s tossing light. 


Bold in thy perilous place, 
Shielding the Battle Fleet, 
Rushing like doom apace, 
Danger’s grim van to meet, 
Swift thy delivering saves, 
Wild Hotspur of the waves! 
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THE CAVALIER 


Before you, sounded trumpet-tones, 

And sunward thronged bright sabres bare: 
Behind, were ruinous landscapes fair, 
Mirth, tears, and dust of falling thrones. 


O noble Soul, a purpose stern 

Was alien to your gallant life; 

He only conquers in the strife 

Who to the God of Truth can turn : 


Can kneel to pray on bloody sod, 

Then face the foe with fearful zeal, 

And in the fevered battle feel 

The calm of him who works with God. 


The noon-clear principles of Right 
We from the Puritan demand; 

From you, like evening o’er the land, 
Are gifts more beautiful and bright: 


Glamours that haunt the summer air 
With dreams of early love, with hopes 
Faded on far-off morning slopes, 
That make the Past beloved and fair. 
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THE PURITAN 


Of steel on steel he knew the ring, 
This man who stood at Marston Moor; 
Dreadful and spare the arms he bore, 
This iron man who killed a king. 


O’er him no banner flaunted bright, 
For him no bugle proudly blared, 
For he in sterner glory shared, 
This simple soldier of the Right. 


Truth was his banner, Faith his shield; 
Terrible strength from God he took; 
The Bible was his only book, 

His place, the blood-red battlefield. 


He fought to set his people free, 
By wintry strife to haste the spring 
Of Love’s pure flowers blossoming, 
This champion of liberty. 


Banished from paths he fain had trod, 

He turned his bleak face toward the West, 
To search the wilderness for rest; 

Banished from Man, at home with God. 
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THE BALLAD OF BLANCHE AND REGAN 
I. 


Two maids gazed on the gleaming lists 
Where knights, in fair array, 

Were chafing for the bugle-blast 

To call them to the fray. 


Blue banners, pennons vert and white, 

O’er many a dais did wave; 

And, viewed by glimmering Beauty rare, 
For battle burned the Brave. 


II. 


Then, Blanche, whose radiant haughty brow 
Black tresses garlanded, 

Marked on a helm her jewelled sleeve, 

And musingly she said: 


“Sir Hubert strives amain for me; 
His fame shall be my own; 

And I am his if he shall gain 
A terrible renown. 


He wears my sleeve, and he shall wear 
My heart if he prevail; 

Love is for them who triumph here, 
But not for them who fail. 


I cannot love the vanquished; I 
A conqueror’s bride shall prove; 
And he must bring me victory 
To whom I yield my love.” _ 
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III. 


Then Regan, beautiful and bright, 
Blue-eyed and yellow-haired, 
Looked on her lover; and her heart 
Its tender trust declared: 


“He goes, my Harold, to the fight 
With valiance divine; 
My image in his heart he wears, 
And his is graved on mine. 


My love is with him in the lists; 
Together we may fall, 

Together we may overthrow 

The doughty knights and tall. 


But if he fail or if he win, 

Love lives this conflict through; 
For he will bear him like a knight, 
And I, through all, be true.” 


IV. 


The knights have shocked, the lists resound 
With din like wintry hail, 

Though sunshine blazons tawnily 

The lances and the mail. 


And helms are hewn, and casques are hacked, 
While Blanche and Regan gaze; 

And Blanche burns with imperious pride, 

But wistful Regan says: 


“OQ come what may upon this day, 
No stroke of sword or lance 
Can love defeat; nor glory gained 
Love’s oriflamme advance.” 
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V. 


Humbled to dust in yonder lists 
The good Sir Hubert lies; 

And the sad rose of wounded pride 
Blanche wears, and vails her eyes. 


How still he is! Some mighty blow 

Has cleft the sleeve which bound 

The glittering helm. ... But who is this 
Who has his heart’s queen crowned? 


To Regan, Harold straight has brought 
The prize for which he strove:— 

Sir Hubert dies in yonder lists, 

And with him dieth love. 


To win the black-haired Blanche, he died.... 
But Harold and his bride 

Live in the joy of them whose love 

Is not the whim of pride. 
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THE OLD GUNNER 


Cap’n, he’s took the bridge.... 


Lay the gun true! 


That’s what a sea-fight calls on us to do. 


We are their target,—see? 
Cap’n the bullseye be. 


Where’s danger, there is he. 


Lay the gun true! 


God, there’s a matey gone! 


That’s all to think about; 


Lay the gun true! 
Slam this one howling home over the blue! 
Make matey’s answer shout: 


Give them a cordite clout,— 


Lay the gun true! 


Brave lads!...... They’ve done for me... 


the gun true! 


Lay 


That’s what the Service expects us to do. 
And though I miss the fun 
Now that they’re on the run, 


Thank God, my part I’ve done: 


Laid a gun true! 
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SEPTEMBER MOONRISE 


The west’s far glory of wild roses 

Has tinted all the wood with gleams 

Of light that tenderly discloses 

The beauty of their glimmering dreams. 


A haze is on the hickory trees; 

The rising moon has bronzed the beeches. 
Wafted are haunting spiceries 
Of honeyed grapes and misty peaches. 


The moonlight on the cornfield broad 
Silvers the tasseled tattered tops; 
Heavy with summer sweetness stored, 
An apple in the orchard drops. 


—On many a far-off trampled nation 
This harvest moon has looked, and seen 
Wide wakes of ashen desolation 

Where ramping, wild-hoofed war has been. 


Fair Land, our hearts have ever cherished, 
A fairer beauty robes thy form 

Because of those, thy sons, who perished 

To shield thee from the dreadful storm. 


Peril is passed because they braved it; 
Our Land they have established sure. 
The Flag is ours because they saved it, 
And, ’neath it, made our homes secure. 
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IN CAVALIER DAYS 


The dark-panelled door of the Hall has swung wide, 
And forth strides the Cavalier, booted and spurred. 
His wife and his daughters, a-flutter with fear, 

Clasp his hands, kiss his cheek, call him every name dear. 
His servants stand anxious, and awed at the men 

All mounted and waiting, so silent and stern. 

He sees his wife’s tears in her dark eyes divine.— 
Then a stirrup-cup’s drunk of the battle-bright wine. 
With a jest and a laugh and a wave of the hand, 

And a merry “Good-bye!” he is off with his band 

For the front of the fray! Through the avenue’s gloom, 
With the glitter of steel and the toss of the plume, 

He shoots like a meteor through the black night; 
Before him is darkness; behind him is light. 

On, on speeds his charger; while humming behind 

Roll the hoofs of his followers, swift as the wind. 

They clatter down causeways, o’er bridges they roar, 
Through Marston they gallop, and come to the Moor; 
Where, cold as the steel they so dreadfully wield, 

The Roundheads are stubbornly sweeping the field. 
He’s up in his stirrups; his sword flashes high; 

The Cavalier turns to his men with a cry, 

“For God and King Charles!” So, fiery and brave, 
They charge to their glory, they charge to their grave! 


That night, saddle empty and darkened with blood, 
The Cavalier’s charger comes home through the wood. 
Fast, fast has he galloped in piteous dread 

From the wild roaring marge of the battle-front red. 
The servants all gather with whispers and cries, 

And aprons are lifted to tear-streaming eyes. 

Before the Hall steps the horse trembling stands; 
While, trembling also, the beautiful hands 

Of the Cavalier’s wife stroke his mane and his head, 
While her heart throbs the name of her gallant one dead. 
Yet because of his spirit, so brave and so bright, 
Forever he lives in her love as its light. 
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For her alone he drew the blade, 
Casting the scabbard from his side; 
His hand her guiding heart obeyed, 
And terrible her name he made 
Ere for her love he died! 


But all the splendor of his fame 

No victory o’er her grief has won. 

Though kindled by his glory’s flame, 

Her heart breaks when she hears his name,— 
Her valiant, vanished son! | 


But he keeps conquering through the years 
The bitter hearts of former foes; 

This victory shall dry her tears; 

For as her heart his emblem wears, 

The world his grandeur knows! 


[87] 


+e 


TO A THRUSH 
(Heard singing on the Princeton campus—June, 1917) 
I. | 


Delicious-throated bird, 

With dewy tones suggesting fragrant fens 

And ferny glimmering wildwoods, I have heard 
Thy song like waters far cascading down deep glens. 
But in this crisis it must be 

Silent, or else a bugle blowing for Liberty! 

This is the hour for the trumpet, not the lute; 
Therefore be mute. 

In solemn skies our martial banner gleams; 
Great armies now are tenting in our dreams; 

For we have drawn the blade Damascan, bright, 
That shall his hammer huge from Woden smite, 
Restoring to a blackened world the sovereignty of Light. 
Under no festal arch with glowing flowers dight 
To melodies’ like thine we go. 

Ah, no! 

In sternest grandeur of the Right,— 

Stark, epic, mighty is our going, 

Past all your thought of knowing, 

Delicate lyrist of the throbbing throat, 

The sorrowful, rich, reluctant note; 

Sweet elegist of Evening and the deep 

Places of peace that fringe the realm of Sleep. 


IT. 


Thine is a song for lovers who have grieved, 

For hearts and minds bereaved; 

For those whom too much joy makes strangely sad; 

For those whom grief divine makes strangely glad. 
These by thy music made serene and free 

Have gleaned in life their immortality, 

Visioning through the gates of song that other life to be. 
But in this hour,—desist! 

The moonlight and the mist, 
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Thy song whose twilight glamour once allured, 
Vanish in clear sun. 

Our time of dreaming’s done. 

Our song is in the sword! 


IIT. 


What, by my hard words undismayed? 

Still singing in thy dewy dim retreat, 

Sweet with wild fragrance and with music sweet? 
Of my cool censure unafraid? 

Still with resplendent song, in death’s despite, 
Brimming life’s lustral chalice of delight? 

——How radiantly thy certain spirit runs, 

Through glooms titanic wrought by setting suns, 
Or in rapt splendor fares 

Up shimmering sapphire stairs, 

Starlike to the loftiest throne of thought! 

—Shy Minstrel, have I heard thy song aright? 
That melting note, its meaning have I caught? 
Some everlasting theme I can divine: 

Thine seems the language of eternal light; 

The music of immortal love is thine. 

No sordid grief or joy is in that tone, 

Whose song is of triumphant strength alone! 


IV. 


Ah, let us hear thy song, 

Its triumph still prolong! 

For in it sounds that clear victorious tone, 
Terrible to every tyrant’s trembling throne: 
The music by our soldiers’ heart-song made, 
Music of beautiful manhood unafraid! 

—O Singer, hid, serene, 

This is thy joy, I ween, 

This is thy lyric peace: the calm of Right, 
That in the fevered battle’s height 

Alone can mean 

Resistless might! 
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THE CONFEDERATE DEAD 


Although the Flag they died to save 
Floats not o’er any land or sea, 
Over eternal years shall wave 

The banner of their chivalry. 


Lost in the silent Past profound, 
Their war-cries to the dead belong, 
Yet poets shall their valor sound 
In music of immortal song. 


Save that for them I nobly live, 

Bear life, as death they bravely bore, 
They need no glory I can give, 

Whose fame abides forevermore ;— 


Whose fame fades not in marble arts, 

Nor sleeps within the Past’s dim night; 
Heroes who live in loving hearts 

Are templed in Eternal Light. 
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RIDING AWAY 


Riding away as to bugles of old 

Into a region all sunset and gold, 

Into far realms romantic we see 

Stuart and Johnston and Jackson and Lee. 


Riding away, O they’re riding away, 

Robed in the splendor they gave to the Gray. 

Tinged with love’s glamour and tinted with gleams, 
Into the sundown they’re going like dreams. 


Into the twilight they ride undismayed: 
Night, in their coming, is nobly arrayed! 
Warriors gallant, from all their great wars, 
Unto the evening arriving like stars. 


Riding away! Is it far that they ride? 

Whom can we follow? Who trust now to guide? 
Where shall we find such. brave convoy as they 

If from our lives they are riding away? 


Robed in the glory they gave to the Gray, 
Riding away,—yes, they’re riding away 

Into a place whence love never departs: 

Out of the wide world and into our hearts! 
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I GUARD THE DOOR 


Think not that I am far away 

When fighting on some foreign shore: 
Rifle in hand I watch and wait 

Outside your door. 


I am at hand, however far 

From home the Flag beloved we bore; 
Ceaseless the vigil that I keep, 
Guarding your door. 


Trenches of Flanders, fields of France, 
Or soaring as the eagles soar,— 

It matters not; it means but this: 

I guard your door. 


And when you gather to the hearth 

As darkness shrouds the wood and moor,— 
Fear not, for in that night I stand 

To hold the door. 


On the red frontiers of the fight 
I shield your safety evermore; 
And I shall stand, or I shall fall, 
Guarding your door. 
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HER REWARD oy } ay 
Out of Parting’s mortal pain 
Hers is this immortal gain: _ 
Though her soldier-son depart, 
Comes a hero to her heart. 


H 
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“TOMBE GLORIEUSEMENT’* 


If in the twilight of far Time 

A love survives the rolling years, 
Whose star in darkness is sublime, 
That love is theirs. 


If there be art that can express 
The beauty of divine desire, 
That art, in radiant loveliness, 
They shall inspire. 


Love’s immortality serene 

In Art abides. ... And these who fell 
Are all that mortal Love can mean, 

Or Art can tell. 


*The inscription, “Zombé gloriewsement devant Vv  ennemi,” 
is found over the graves of French soldiers who fell in the 
. Battle of the Marne. 
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THEY FELL IN FRANCE 


Strong soldiers of the sky, 

We feel you marching by. 

Through you the world’s wide life is glorified. 
We know for whom you gave 

Glad youth unto the grave; 

We know it was for us you fought and died. 


When bright-lipped bugles sang, 

Forth into line you sprang 

With ardent strength to meet the foe’s advance,— 
With song and happy laugh— 

' And now your epitaph 

Are those few mighty words, “They fell in France.” 


Great hearts who now are gone, 

Warriors, whose wars are done,— 

A faithful vigil over you we keep. 

Our love’s remembering you 

Is lasting tribute true,— 

Good soldiers, sleeping now your battle-sleep. 


Somewhere your legions bright, 

In everlasting light, 

Are by the Captain of All Souls reviewed; 
Your radiant ranks arrayed 

Where splendors never fade, 

In powers of eternal life renewed. 


Though grand your victory 

That set the chained earth free, 

Your sacrifice a nobler triumph gives: 
By you are hearts made pure, 

And faith established sure; 

And by your spirit Honor’s spirit lives. 


[95] 


The dreadful path you trod 

Led upward unto God; 

And you shall lead us in the days to be. 
Ever you march again, 

O tall, resplendent Slain! 

And following you shall be fidelity. 


Your courage high survives 

In each true heart that strives; 

Who dies a hero’s death retells your story. 
Where flags of Freedom wave, 

You'll always lead the Brave; 


And where you are shall be the home of Glory. 
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BEATTY OF THE BATTLE-CRUISERS 
I. 


If you’re looking for a fighter and a Scrapper on the sea, 
Just call on David Beatty, and he’ll entertain you free. 
For if in all the ranks of war you want to find a Man, 
There’s Beatty of the battle-cruisers, leader of the van! 


i, 


I’m nothing but a bosun’s mate, a-serving of the King, 

But equal to an admiral in knowing of one thing: 

That if there is a chance to be where hell is busting 
through, 

This Beatty will be mixed in it, to whip the devil’s crew! 


ITI. 
Round Heligoland he swept to lure the skulking Germans 
out. 
They came to smash him roundly, but he put their best 
to rout. 
He sent some back to hiding, and some never saw the 
shore; 


For the Mainz and Ariadne and Cologne will sail no more! 


IV. 


Then came their sneaking craft by night to raid our 
coastal towns, 

To shoot at sleeping children and the young lambs on 

_ the downs; 

The Seidlitz and the Moltke and the Blicher creeping 
nigh; 

But they reckoned not on Beatty with his battle- 
cruisers by! 
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V. 


The Seidlitz and the Moltke, oh, a pretty race they ran, 

When Beatty in the roaring Lion led the English van! 

But the Bliicher, mauled and battered, never crossed 
the Dogger Bank: 

Deserted by her comrades there, she shuddered, rolled, 
and sank. 


VI. 


The Seidlitz, all aflame was she, fast burning in her fight; 
The Moltke beat her into port,—for so these Germans 


fight. 

But I hardly blame their running. When our guns began 
to shout, 

“Tis David Beatty after you!” they burnt their boilers 
out! 


When Jutland came,—that fight in mist,—that battle 
’sainst the shore, 

‘Twas Beatty, David Beatty, was to lead our line once 
more! 

Though many brave were in that fray, the bravest was 
this man,— i 

Our Beatty, rushing to the front his battle-cruiser van! 


Then on that gray November morn that Kaiser’s navy 
came, . 

The vaunted German High Seas Fleet, surrendering in 
shame! 

A craven crew that meekly steams between our mighty 
lines. 

And to our Grand Fleet Admiral their blooming fate 
assigns! 


So if you love a fighter and a scrapper on the sea, 

I’d name you David Beatty first, for such a man is he; 
And if in all the ranks of war you’re looking for a Man,— 
Here’s Beatty of the battle-cruisers, leader of the van! 
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MEMORIAL DAY 


Out of the grave have come, 

From dateless time, 

Hopes and uplifts sublime. 

Glorious structures out of ashes climb, 
From the low earth on everlasting home; 
And from death’s deep and silent night 
Stars of eternal light! 

So, from these graves that lie 

Patient beneath the sky, 

Accepting rain and sun 

As benediction, 

Come powers to rule the soul; 

Great thoughts that cannot die 

Rise from them; and they cry 

For the stern joy of self-control, 

For valor and the life of honor high. 
Such memories on this Memorial Day 
Rise from these dead, in reverence we say, 
The Resurrection and the Life are they. 


In lonely homes the silent bugles hang. 


From their bright lips the martial challenge rang! 


Bugles that sounded nobly to the charge, 
Thrilling upon the crimson battle marge. 
Then into line they sprang, 

These ranks that never broke, 


These dauntless soldiers, though they were the targe 


Of savage shrapnel, or that subtler foe, 


The whining bullet searching through the smoke 
For bosom to be buried in! ...... Ah no, 
These bugles are not silent! We have caught, 


In lonely bivouacs by dreaming wrought, 
High summons to advance and not retreat, 
In open fight the craftiest foe to meet, 
Fearing dishonor rather than defeat! 
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O still for us are splendid challenges, 

Even in calmer times, in days of peace. 

We hear the trumpets of the spirit sound, 

We hear the bugles for the battle blow. 
Wherever strength and courage can be found, 
There is, for strength and courage, foe on foe. 
Far through the conflict of our time are heard 
Life’s silver bugles and their golden word. 
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OUR SOLDIERS 


I. THE VOLUNTEERS 


They are with us, whatever else departs; 

They bivouac in all our noblest dreams. 

In martial beauty marching through our hearts, 
Each like a flag of freedom for us gleams. 

They are our heroes. Valor is their story. 

We lift our hearts to listen to it, knowing 
Forever they shall shed the light and glory 

Of splendid manhood into battle going. 


THE FALLEN 


The patriot’s diadem of fame is theirs, 

_ Glory’s resplendent and eternal crown, 
Unfading, unforgotten through the years. 

In all our hearts their record, written down 
Shall be remembered by our love and tears. 
Whatever comes, secure is their renown. 
—What tribute can we offer to these Brave? 
A love that understands what love they gave. 


’ 
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FORT SUMTER, 1861 


Full many a beauteous morn had come 
Roseate o’er the river-foam, 

To wake the city from her dreams, 
Asleep between the sister streams; 

To sweep afar by dune and cape 

In light their darkness to drape; 

To gleam on many a lonely reach, 
Where breaks the blue wave on the beach. 
But never yet had dawned a day 
More tranquil on the tranquil bay. 

Yet as the red behind the pines 
Glowed into delicate crimson lines, 
High in the morning heavens stark, 
From Johnson, on James Island dark, 
There rose a shell that tore the dawn, 
And burst with dreadful menace on 
The brave Fort in the harbor gray, 
That watchful, silent, waiting lay, 

A creature sinister at bay,— 

With iron fangs already bare, 

Defiant even in despair. 
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O Pity, on thy white throne, weep! 
Slowly the lines of daylight creep 

Up through the eastern forest wall; 
Sweet mated birds begin to call: 
But thunder rolls along the deep, 
The forts are hidden in a pall, 

And little is discernéd, save 

The alien flags that proudly wave. 
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A SONG FOR THE SOUTH 


O light in Southern women’s eyes, 
O dawn divine in heavenly skies, 
To point the path to honor clear, 
Extinguishing all doubt and fear;— 
Before this human Holy Grail, 

This soul-light of the South, I kneel. 


O light in Southern women’s eyes, 

Life’s hope within your radiance lies; 
Love’s earliest dawn wakes in its beams, 
Love’s latest fire and sunset dreams; 
And, ere the night, in it I see 

Promise of immortality. 


My South! My land! No flag has she... 


Henceforth her emblem fair shall be 

No banner lost in battle-years, 

But what prevailed o’er death and tears: 
The light in Southern women’s eyes 

That shines from Love’s eternal skies. 
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LYRICS 


AS A STAR 


Lo, your face that led me far 

Still will lead me, as a star 

Leads the darkly wandering night, 
Till both vanish into light. 


You are of the silent hours, 

Of the strange and mystic flowers; 
Beautiful and true and tender,— 
Unto you the stars surrender. 


Depths of quietness will come 

In the day’s delirium; 

Thoughts of mountains, rivers, seas,— 
Dreams of you in all of these. 


Fair your memory will remain 
When all else will seem in vain; 
When all else is faded, broken,— 
When the lips’ last words are spoken. 


For your face that led me far 
Still will lead me,—as a star 

Leads the darkly wandering night, 
Till both vanish into light. 
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THE FALLEN PINE 


O beautiful dark Pine! O tall and strong! 
Returning to the storm’s black wrath a song 

Like love triumphant over death.... I thought 
Your mettle all unconquerable,— wrought 

To utter hardihood.... But you are gone, 

O fallen, fallen, fallen champion! 


O Tree of murmuring music, I was born 
Under your shade. For each of us the dawn 
Opened her gates of rose and ivory; 

Fair was the west arrayed for you and me. 
O naught for me your place can ever fill 
Within my heart, or on this lonely hill. 


And you were comrade of my nobler mood; 

My trust in you was like my faith in God; 

My bravest thoughts aspired because of you, 

And in your might my dreams of strength came true; 
Your beauty made belief in Beauty mine, 

O beautiful, beloved, and broken Pine! 


That little tempest harrying through the land, 

How could it fell you? Who can understand? 
But,—hold! ’Twas trouble in the heart... . Ah, hold! 
Despite your gallant bearing brave and bold, 

E’en as I watched and loved you day by day, 

A secret sorrow stole your life away. 


And when he fails me whom I trusted most, 
Swiftly I must forgive the loved and lost, 
Whose trouble of the heart no mortal knows, 
Whose hidden wound no tempest shall disclose: 
After his fall—if then indeed I live— 

It must be to forgive, forgive, forgive. 
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COMRADE 


Comrade, Comrade, Comrade true, 
Constant all the voyage through; 


When our ship by dark shores sails, 
Never once your courage fails. 


Lies the great deep all uncharted? 
Peril finds you higher-hearted. 


You, through all the dreadful dark, 
Helm with me our driven barque. 


On its deck when days are fair, 
Sing we in the summer air; 


Sharing many a lovely dream, 
That like sea-stars rise to gleam. 


Toiling happy, we shall come 
Safely to the harbor home. 


Then to God I’ll gladly say, 
“We have anchored in the bay. 


If I mastered wind and wave, 
Praise the pilot whom you gave,— 


This my loving comrade true, 
Constant all the voyage through.” 
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TWILIGHT 


He saw the sunrise on the hill, 
But was not comforted. 

His heart longed to be still; 
“‘Would God the day were dead,” 
He said. 


His heart longed to be still; 
Longed for the deep shadow-waves, 
The sweet fields growing dark, 
The late bird-voices, and the bells, 
The evening’s dim farewells, 

In the distance dying; — 

For the light on far pale streams 
After the sunset, and the silent trees; 
The quiet west, . 

Tranquil with gorgeous dreams; 
The tall white lily-stars, 

As God’s watch over these,— 

And these lying 

On the bosom of Rest... . 


She, in that weary hour, 
Turned to him with a mystic grace, 
The Twilight of her Face. 
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SAFETY | 
By her faint words of farewell, — : 
_ By her touch intangible, _ : 
By his dreams of her defended, - eet : 


‘He is safe till life be ended: 


Hears her voice in song, in light 

Sees her beautiful and bright,— 

‘Till the wide world dims and darkens, 
And the heart no longer harkens. 
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HOME 


In a strange night, from dreams of sorrow deep, 
I heard a voice; and from beyond the foam 

Of darkened seas that held me in their keep, 

From perilous shores where I was wont to roam, 

It called me home. 


Life’s weariness, the misty hours of tears, 

The desolate sea on which my spirit tossed,— 
Doubts, hesitancies, trouble, scornings, fears,— 
The darkness of the river to be crossed 

In thee are lost. 


All that had vanished with the early light, 

Dead with my heart, and buried in the ground,— 
Far mystic flowers of faith and pure delight,— 

All that I lost, passed beyond sight and sound, 

In thee is found. 


No longer need I look to earth and skies 

For vales of loveliness to be withdrawn, 

For all the night is gathered in thine eyes, 

And in thy face, the stars ; when night is gone, 
Thou art the dawn. 


All I remember dearly as a child, 

The land of lost horizons and the sea, 
The beautiful light on visions undefiled,— 
All that I loved, all that I cannot be, 

I find in thee. 
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CALLIOPE | ne : 


pparelled in silver of starlight, 
spirit she haunts and Sagiete 
“al Nae on the eee as a far light; 


i” ee nike wave her welcome i gleaming; 
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NOCTURNE 


My heart sets with the sun. But, oh, full soon 
It rises with the glory of the moon. 


Now all the valley in a lilae light 
Lies dreaming in quiescent dim delight. 


Charmed by the valley’s thoughtful peace profound, 
The blue hills seem to gather closer round. 


All fragrance shy is fainting to the moon; 
Delicious dreams toward her broad beauty swoon. 


Now every bourne in this fair evenfall 
Is to immortal magic marginal. 


Whence toward the vale has stepped a wooded hill, 
Comes the lost ery of the lost whippoorwill. 


The moon is maiden in mysterious light, 
A virgin glimmering in dewy night. 


How close and tender is her sweet caress! 
How intimate becomes her loveliness! 


With love’s own wistful and almighty beams, 
Building again the Eden of our dreams! 
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LIFE IS A FLIGHT 


Life is a flight, and love its wings; 
Across: the land and o’er the sea, 


iperb, sustaining, of the sky; 
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ife is a flight, and love its wings,— 


THOU AND I 


So live, so love, that each day ends 
The work God gives, or low or high: 

Not lovers only, but as faithful friends, 
So live we, Thou and I. 


So trust, so pray, that loss nor gain 
Changes the faith years sanctify. 

May we be stronger for each pain 
And braver, Thou and I. 


So wake, so toil, that evening brings 
Unbroken peace upon our hearts to lie, 

Then shall we speak of happy things 
Together, Thou and I. 


So rest, so sleep, that o’er our home 
Sweet will the stars be in the sky, 
Even when silent voices come 
To call us, Thou and I. 
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A SONG | i 


Dear, as our love is true, ‘ 
So shall our lives be, too. 


And as our hearts are brave, 
Shall we be strong to save. 


“Live, live,” let others cry; / 
“For after life we die.’ 


“Love, love,” my spirit saith; 
“For love lives after death.” 


avi. | | 


TO RECALL 


What is it to recall? 
To dream a forgotten dream? 
To hear, by Memory’s stream, 
A voice at evenfall? 


What is it to forget? 
Dimness that veils the eyes? 
Stars that no more arise? 

A face no longer met? 


Recalling thee, I come 
To the deep silent hours; 
To a lost land of flowers 

My heart returneth home. 


Forgetting thee, I still 
Am as the world has known, 
Fugitive, fearful, alone, 

And as the wind’s my will. 


I will no more forget, 
But look unto those skies 
Whence the old stars arise, 

And the lost face is met. 
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I TRUST MY HEART 


Sometimes in darkness and in doubt, 
When life to charm me has no art, 
When one by one my lights go out, 

I trust a light within my heart; 


A sentinel beside the sea, 

A star above the rolling foam, 
This pilot sees and shows to me 
The perils and the channel home. 


When dearest hopes have met defeat, 
And sadly all my dreams depart, 

I still can find that life is sweet 

If I will only trust my heart. 


That inner light I reverence, 
Divine, and yet of me a part; 
For when at last I journey hence, 
If anything, I take my heart; 


My heart that visions happier things 
In some far land by some far sea, 
Beyond all Reason’s reckonings, 

In life more beautiful to be. 
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ROSE AND SONG 


Soft flamed the rose,—but it is cold, 
And chill as are the dead. 

When telling of the tale is told, 

No more may then be said. 


The roses flame, the roses fall, 
Pale are the dying roses: 
Pale is the silent interval 
When all the story closes. 


A flower and a book have we, 
A story and a rose: 

The flower cannot withered be, 
Nor shall the story close. 


Because the trembling story flows 
Like heaven’s crystal flood, 
Because the fadeless flower grows 
In gardens of our God. 
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A CHARGE 


Light, that for me must die, 
Dawn to the blind man’s eye, 
Shine where no path is seen, 
Show where brave deeds have been! 


Youth, that must leave me, 
May they receive thee 

Who in good works are strong 
That they may labor long! 


Joy, that from me must part, 
Enter the broken heart, 

And to the vanquished give 
Hope, that they still may live. 


Love, that from me must go, 
Ah, that it must be so! 

Speed, speed from coast to coast, 
Help him who needs thee most. 
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Love, Youth,-and Joy, and Light, 
Pass not into the night! 
Unto my brother come, 

Enter his heart and home. 
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REQUIREMENT 


What is required of us? What now must we 
Suffer that love may not be perishable? 

Render that love may not be ruinous? 

What flower, far in the dark fields of pain, 

Must be by us gathered immaculate? 

What unknown seas, what dim and perilous shores 
Must witness us? What silence must we keep,— 
What song sing in the night when others mourn? 


Dear Heart, no peril and no strife forlorn,— 
Only to love as God would have us love; 
Only to love as we ourselves would love;— 
Only to love that Love may never die. 


[122] 


— HER SILENCE 


No word of her sorrow is spoken, 
While tenderly listening mine; 

Her grief, with its silence unbroken, 
How might I its presence divine? 
Because human natures inherit 

An insight that Heaven confers: 
That only a travailing spirit - 

Has sympathy like unto hers! 


Her sorrow no outward expression 

May wear, and no language contain;— 
She hears my heart-broken confession 
That life after grief is in vain. 

Her sorrow,—and how does she show it, 
And grief, that of her is a part? 

The depth of her trouble, I know it, 
Because of the depth of her heart! 


By love it is measured, and ever 

In silence its tone can be heard; 

But life’s darkest hour can never 

Bring forth of its passion one word. 

O! yet in such grief is high glory: 

Her heart, to hold love, is made deep; 
For herself is her own sorrow’s story,— 
For us, only love will she keep. 


In sorrow, life’s gladness retaining, 

Most noble when suffering most, 

The present through her is regaining 
The soul of the lovely and lost. 

The voices of others are yearning 

To tell of the world and its strife, 

From her beautiful silence [’m learning 
The hymns of the valiant life! 


[123] 


HOMECOMING 


When you come home to me you bring | 
Refuge and rest; | | 

The music that love, listening, 
Learns to love best; 

Peace, and the after silencing 
Upon love’s breast. 


What home was there for me, when you 
Were far away? | 

What joy for me, when joy with you 
Had flown away? 

What help save my own thought of you 
From day to day? > } 


How shall I answer for doubt’s past 
Delirium? 

When you come home at last, at last, 
Dear, when you come? 

I shall be strong to hold you fast 
When you come home. 


[124] 


THE MUSIC OF THE PINES 


- I hear the far-off whispering pines 

Crooning a song of the long ago; 
Bending their deep crests in sinuous lines, 
Rocking in rhythm, to and fro. 
- What are they saying among themselves, 
Speaking so sadly, dreamily low, 
- With voices of mourning twilight elves, 
Or hidden waters’ flow? 

Yet when the tempest above them is rolling, 
- Then the proud giants forget their pain, 
And their far marshaling song is controlling 
All the red lightning that ploughs the sky plain;— 
Full of the music triumphant of power, 
- Charged with the challenging notes of the war, 
When the dark thunder-wracks over them lower, 

Loudly in unison chant they afar. 


And when the whirlwind forgetteth his ire, 
_ Falling asleep in some murmuring dell, 
Then does the music from each purple spire 
_ S$wing in its symphony, solemnly swell; 
Hushed as in agony, swept with high happiness, 
_. Tempered to tenderness, faint with delight,— 
Singing such songs that the angels in blissfulness 
Bend from the heavens and list through the night. 


[125] 
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THE CANDLE-LIGHT OF MEMORY 


By candle-light our hurrying race 
The childhood of its love can trace; 
For many a knight adored the grace 
And beauty of his lady’s face 

By candle-light. 


By candle-light the bride was led, 
And candles shone beside the dead. 
How many a welcome has been shed, 
How many a farewell has been said 
By candle-light! 


By candle-light of memory 

Loved faces of the past I see, 

My buried dreams come back to me 
By candle-light. 


By candle-light there rise and glow 
Lost visions of my long ago; 

Glamour and love and beauteous woe; 
’Tis best to have such come and go 
By candle-light. 


[126] 


THE HOLY GRAIL 


‘Within your eyes are deeps of peace; 
The sleeping stars above the trees, 
The white moon dreaming in the skies 
Are of your eyes. 


The mystery of night is theirs, 
And all the yearning of the years,— 
A farewell and a sacrifice 

Within your eyes. 


Far deeds of valor shine through them,— 
The Knights before Jerusalem; 

A dying martyr’s glorious spirit 

‘Your eyes inherit. : 


The constant followers love has had, 
Love-led, and by Sir Galahad, 


Find in your face, when wanderings fail, 
The Holy Grail. 


[127] 


ONE WAY OF LOVE 


We cannot think alike, and this 

Is grief to you; 

O yet, so thinking, may our hearts 
Remain more true 

Than if they acted as one heart, 

Less wise than two. 


For by that difference, the foe 

Is sore beset; 

Divided we, yet in true love 
Forever met; 

One looks, one listens; you recall 
What I forget. 


Two comrades traversing the world, 
Loving and true, 

Each by a way and thought distinct, 
A varied view, 

Protect and guide and counsel best 
The journey through. 


[128] 


LYRIC LOVE | 


A radiance is about her 

Untouched by time and pain; 
We think of life without her, 
And know life would be vain. 


‘We have not her decision, 
Yet with her dreams confer; 


We still can share her vision, 
And be beloved of her. Ms 


Ideals we vainly cherish 
Perfect in her we see; 
In her our failings perish 
To all we long to be. 


Though light and strength forsake us, 
And fate his goblet fill, 

No fear shall ever shake us 

If she will love us still. 


We cannot live without her 
While in the world we live, 
For there’s a peace about her 
The world can never give. 


TOMORROW 


Now is earth quiet after day’s long clamor; 
Night comes, the bourne of rest, 

And the mute beauty of Eternity 
With stars upon her breast. 


Tomorrow, ah, how far tomorrow lies, 
Through the lost sunset ways; 

Through the long night that stills the feverish tumult 
And pain of many days. 


Twas yesterday we stood, glad in the dawn 
Of the love-mystic land; 

Tomorrow shall we turn and face the west 
Silently, hand-in-hand. 


How swift tomorrow comes! A last sweet message 
Ere the voice faileth; 

A wistful farewell as the tide draws out, 
And the ship saileth. 


[130] 
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SHADOW-STARS 


~ See yonder evening stream :— 
_ There are two stars within the waters deep, 

Two shadowy stars come down to earth to dream, 
- Come down from heaven to sleep. 


Saag te Pao 


a og ee 


Out of night-lands, a wind | 
_ Wakens a wave:—spent are the tranquil charms, 

Yet the dim stars are driven till they find Ah 
Rest in each other’s arms. 


The wind goes o’er the hill. 
A moment only throb they, heart on heart, 
A moment, and the waters wild are still 

And they once more apart. 


moment, and in vain 
The Wave of Life disturbs the twilight stream: 
The stars sink back to sleeping once again, 

Into the ancient dream. 


A DREAMER 


Between the stars and desert sand 

Move clouds of faith, and clouds of fire; 
I follow through the desert land 

The pale dream and the dream’s desire; 
Still let me strive, yet feel you move 
Within the cloud and fire, Love. 


I fall with all the fallen brave, 
And rise to many a starry height; 
Yet unto me the Father gave 
Not strength, as those who, flaming white 
With joy and song, press to the mark, 
But deeper music, and the dark. 


To me are vanished faces sweet, 
The veiléd future’s mystic spell; 
With dreams forgotten let me meet, 

Still let me fear to say farewell: 
But turn not from me if I fear 
Lest dream and memory disappear. 


O if, with darker mold of mind 

I feel hearts tremble, heave, and break 
With every cry upon the wind, 

Be near, be near me then and make 
Thy day the fairer for my night, 
My darkness nobler for thy light. 


[132] 


RIDING HOME 


After scented summer rain, 

We are riding home again, 

And the flaring shafts of sunset 
Light us down the woodland lane; 
Here the myrtle and the bay, 
Drenched with dewy-tasseling spray, 
Gleam a welcome to us riding 

At the ending of the day. 


Breathes the sea-wind, warm and sweet, 
Where the misty marshes meet 

With the lowlands, dumb and couchant, 
At the listening forest’s feet; 

Birds and songs with day are fled, : 
But the heavens overhead * 
A mild immortal music 

From their silver silence shed. 


Here the fragrant emerald oak 

Trembles into airy smoke, 

And the showered copse is shimmering 
As though its soul awoke; 

With her flowery bosom bare, 

And the sunset in her hair, 

Nature paces through the pinewood 

In the azure evening air. 


So, at last we’re home again, 

Riding after summer rain! 

Home! the glimmering house expectant 
Down the lamp-starred village lane. 

Home! the happy, happy sight; 

Home! with laughter, love, and light; 
Home! to take us and to keep us 

From the dim engulfing night. 


[133 ] 


Nature’s lovely,—and to her 
Radiant raptures minister; 

And her beauty is pure beauty, 
There can none be lovelier; 

But the charm of Nature’s art 
Can, with fading light, depart; 
But the love of home and kindred 
- Is eternal in the heart. 


[134] 


LOVE AND SORROW 


When shall Love and Sorrow 
Kiss and clasp each other close? 
When each of the other knows 
All its beauty and its bliss. 


Love that has not sorrow known, 
Is untried and is unsure; 

Sorrow is by Love made pure, 
Glorified by Love alone. 


When a Love and Sorrow part 
In some hot rebellious breast, 
There is aching and unrest; 
And there is a broken heart. 


But the hour of all the years 
Deepest, purest, and most sweet 
Is when Love and Sorrow meet; 
And embrace amid their tears. 


Love, the beautiful and bright, 
Joins us to life’s joyous day; 
Sorrow, in her silent way, 
Reconciles us to the Night. 


THE HEART OF A FRIEND 


I have dreamed of a wonderful region 
Thro’ the mist of the broken years; 
It lies thro’ the valley of longing, 

Its verge is of tears. 


Only those who are brave to be tender, 

Whose wills are true to be strong, 

Can come to that marvelous region 
Whose silence is song. 


’"Tis a bourne for the faithful, rejected 

By men, and sorely oppressed; 

And there may the sorrowful-hearted 
By the still waters rest. 


Deep, deep in the refuge, the refuge, 

The peace, the repose; 

There blow the sweet winds of the twilight, 
There the tired eyes close. 


But the region,—O where shall one find it? 
Is it after the wild journey’s end? 
It is found with its beautiful solace 

In the heart of a friend. 


[136] 


MY LIFE 


Unless for you my life I live, 
It is not high, it is not true; 
My life is lost, unless I give 
My life, and live for you. 


Unless like you I may become, 
I am not true, I am not brave; 
I turn me, weary, to my home,— 
I turn to you, and you will save. 


It is not lost, the life we give; 
The life we lose, it is not flown; 
And I, who have an hour to live, 
I offer it unto mine own. 


The end of this brief hour I live, 
However high, however true, 

Is lost, unless at last I give 
My life, and die for you. 


JEWELS 


The jewels are lost in the night, 

Are darkened; and only by Light 

At length can their beauty be known. 

Then the rose in the ruby is blown; 

In the sapphire sparkles the ocean deep, 

And the turquoise cradles a sky asleep 

In the tender twilights of tone. 

On the beryl’s shrine is the springtime shed, 
In the agate the autumn is red. 

As an angel of beauty aware, 

Adown the white shimmering stair 

Of the amethyst’s crystalline door, 

A violet glory is led. 

Through the opal a far moon will roam, 

As over a wild seashore, 

Through clouds that curtain her western home 
She sinks to the foam. | 


O Master of love and of light, 

O Giver of glorious day, 

Not less than these jewels we pray 
Deliverance out of the night! 

From the dim and the ignorant thought, 
Bring us forth as these jewels are brought; 
By the might of Thy mind we were wrought, 
Leave us not in the darkness alone! 

More precious are we in Thy sight, 

Are we, Thy children, Thine own, 

Our radiance yielding more perfect delight 
Than the wizard starlights of stone! 

Our hearts, though imperfect they seem, 
With crystals cloudy and marred, 

O yet, by Thy spirit starred, 

They interpret Thee and Thy dream. 
Beauty is lost till Thy radiance arrives, 
Only Thy love can illumine our lives, 

O Maker and Master supreme! 


[138] 


THE STRUGGLE 


Upon birth’s battlefield 

Death unto Love did yield 

That I, thro’ struggle born, should take my part 
Nobly in strife. For me, 

‘Whatever peace there be 

Shall come as I can prove a valiant heat 


Nor should I wish to wait 

- Until life’s western gate 

-~Unfolds, to feel that I have fought my fight; 
But as light fades away 

Each evening, let me say, 

“To-day I’ve battled; I can rest to-night.” 


Not if I won or lost 

Shall ever matter most, 

But rather how I bore the battle through; 
Not if my might prevailed, 

But that my heart ne’er failed; 

Not that I triumphed, but that I was true. 


[139] 


A LIFE 


Thy life, my life, or gold or dust, 
Or flower or sod; 

In one alike we put our trust, 
Thy God, my God. 


Thy grief, my grief; the journey wild 
Is thine and mine; 

Hands clasped to find the Way, dear child, 
Thy way and mine. 


The evening gathers over us, 
And fades our light; 

Yet we are glad to have it thus, 
Thy night, my night. 


[140] 


THE APRIL GIRL 


A wild day, a glad day, 

A fair day, a mad day,— 

With the glitter of freed streams flowing, 
With a wind from the wilderness blowing; 
With blossoms for bridals in sweet disarray, 
In tears toward marriage going; | 

An April day, 

I’d say, 

Promising May; 

Stormy sunlight, beauty, strife, 
-Winsome-wayward aye is she, 

Full of blue-eyed mystery, 

Sorcery and witchery,— 

Life. 


[141] 


TRIUMPH 


Where through the meadow-mist, 
Stealing on silver feet, 

A lithe brook’s running fleet,— 
There a fair wildrose gave 

Her image to a wave. 


Swift through its moorland wild 
Hurried the wave away: 

Died the bloom of a day. 

Yet their love seems to live, 
Fleeting and fugitive. 


Heart, O that you may say 
Ere to death’s gulf you go, 
“Though it was long ago, 
Let this life’s glory be: 
Beauty once leaned to me.” 


[142] 


HER FLOWER 


“Q what is love,—who knows? who knows?” 
“Tis the first lily, and the last rose.” 


“O how arrives it, and how goes?” 
“Like the first lily, like the last rose.” 


“Whence rises it, and whither flows?” 
“From the first lily and the last rose.” 


“When will it dawn? When will it close?” 
“With the first lily, with the last rose.” 


“But my love shall not be like those— 
Like the first lily and the last rose: 


Mine is a love that shall not close,— 
Eternal lily, immortal rose.” 


[143] 


I NEVER KNEW THE MOONLIGHT 


I never knew the moonlight 
Until the fair day failed; 
I never saw a shining star 
Until the dark prevailed. 


I never saw the country 
Beyond our mortal years 
Until I caught its vision 
Far-glimmering through tears. 


I never heard the music 
Sung by the spirit host 
Until my heart beat stillest 
Because it sorrowed most. 


I never felt the beauty 

Of pine and rose and rue 
Until that bitter moment 
That took me far from you. 


[144] 


COMPLEMENTS 


There’s something of the forest, 
And something of the sea; 


_And something of the starry sky, 


Holy, immaculate, and high,— 
In thee. 


There’s something of the hunter, 

And the sailor rough and free; 

And much of mortal yearning dust 
That to the sky looks up in trust,— 
In me. 


[145] 


APOLOGY TO LIFE 


If in the beauty of thy presence bright 

Our laughter fades, and falters our delight, 
It is because a Shadow far we see......- 
—In fields of flowers blithe Persephone, 
Singing and gathering blossoms long ago 
Suddenly felt our thought, and knew our woe; 
And all her blooms let fall, amid her bliss, 
Discerning the disastrous face of Dis. 


COQUETTE 


Day by day her beauty faded, 

Bloom departed, vanished dews, 
Earth, close-curtained in the darkness, 
Night by night renews; 


Dawn by dawn, in mist emerging, 
Roseate from her secret room, 
Wise, eternal, magic maiden, 
Brings back wonder’s bloom! 


[147] 


DAWN 


On a dewy dawn-bough in her heart’s deepest woodland 
A wild bird is warbling; a fragrant wind moves; 
A secret stream’s flowing past shy flowers blowing; 
The daybreak is coming... She is loved, and she loves. 


[148] 


SONG OF THE QUEST 


From mighty minds, in volumes old, 
Who, though departed, ne’er depart— 
The truth I sought,—from Nature, Art; 
But more of Truth in you is told 

Who is its beating heart. 


On oceans far I held the helm, 

Through wondrous seas the course I laid; 
Through fairest lands my quest I made; 
But nought I found in Beauty’s realm 

To make your beauty fade. 


[149] 


RADIO 


O not a word and not a thought 

In the wide world shall come to naught; 
No little love with sails of white 
Shall vanish homeless in the night. : 


This wind that moves with fluting song 
My plumed and purple pines among, 

Shall wave dim palms in tropic nights, 
Shall storm the white Himalayas’ heights. 


And every dream I mourn as dead 

Or lost, is lyrically fled 

Out of my heart into another’s,— 
While I have taken home my brother’s. 


At length shall break on Hatteras 
The wave that Breton sailors pass 
Blue-rolling westward, or shall run 
To thunder on the dreadful Horn. 


The tingling air is thrilled with spirit; 
The universe I can inherit; 
Mysteriously great and near, 
Creation’s throbbing heart I hear. 


Of those elusions, farewells, flights, 
That dim my days and haunt my nights,— 
In all the lonely strength of wings, 
Some heart shall make recoverings. 


[150] 


DISTILLATION 


All the far thrill in the capture 
Of a song’s remotest rapture; 


All the beauty and the wonder 
Of the beaching billow’s thunder; 


All the mystical divining 
Of the hill-stars in their shining; 


All the glamour and regretting 
Of the sea-moon in her setting; 


All the dewiness adorning 
Roses in the bridal morning; 


These are from thy spirit thronging, 
Beauteous bourne of all my longing. 


[151] 


HER EYES 


Brimmed and beautiful her eyes, 
Brimmed with joy are they; 

And their trembling laughter-light 
Spills like wine away. 


Brimmed and beautiful her eyes, 
Brimmed with grief are they; 
Glory deepens with the tears 
That they shed or stay. 


Brimmed and beautiful her eyes, 
Brimmed with love. Shall they 
Be the shrines of joy or grief? 
Lover, you shall say. 


[152] 


PARTING 


Over the hills where night her vesture weaves 
A dust-wind grieves; 


Now in the violet valley lying still, 
A whippoorwill; 


Then the weird dark so strangely rushing on 
After the sun. 


Tears come resurgent, filling faithful eyes 
With voiceless cries; 


The quivering lip, yet the brave clasp of hands 
God understands. 


For we must part. There was so much to tell 
Ere this farewell. 


But now let silence all our trouble keep 
Lest words should weep. 


The daylight disappears in crimson fire; 
Thus dies desire; 


Starlike there dawns what has been and shall be— 
My love for thee. 


[153] 


BIRTHDAY PIECE , 


Our love was ever of the skies; 
It came to us with mystic flight; 
It came to us with starry eyes, 

On wings of light. 


Its hand of hope, toward every dream 
Of Beauty leads us without fear; 

Its presence is our hearts’ supreme 
Great answered prayer. 


All things of earth to dust depart, 
Descending to forgotten urns; 

But nothing of such love, Sweetheart, 
To earth returns. 


[154] 


AT WOODVILLE 


At Woodville, at Woodville, 

The whippoorwill is calling; 

The stars are out among the pines, 
The fragrant dews are falling: 

And heaven’s going to have the moon 
Upon its bosom soon. 


At Woodville, at Woodville, 

The moon to set is sailing; 

The world is sweet as Eden, now 
The summer night is failing; 

My love has been the moon, and I 
The bridegroom sky. 


[155] 


EVERMORE 


Evermore let the heart sing, 
“All my best gifts will I bring 
To Love, my master and king.” 


Always the heart must repeat, 
“Only with Love is life sweet; 
Life without Love is defeat.” 


Whate’er you lose or resign, 
Turn not, O Heart, from one shrine: 
Naught else in life is divine. 


All else must fail and must fade; 
Back in the earth must be laid; 
But not of dust is Love made. 


Heart, O repeat the refrain, 
“Life without Love is in vain; 
Faithful to love I remain.” 


Heart, O remember and say, 
“Though life’s a fleeting frail day, 
Love is for ever and aye.” 


[156] 


THE ROSE 


Life is a garden; it is ours 

To toil in, rest in, and to roam; 
To be a place of peace and joy, 
Of love and home. 


Myriads of flowers are blooming here; 
Some glowing pale while others flame,— 
A thousand beautiful and bright, 

No two the same! 


The passion wild of poppies red, 
The hauteur cold of lilies tall; 
The timid harebell hanging frail 
Beside the warbling waterfall ... 


And which of all this glorious throng 

Shall we two gather for our own? 

The tawny? flaunting? For our hearts 
There’s one alone: 


Dear Love, a single flower we take,— 
One flower for both our choice shall be: 
The Rose of Everlasting Love 

For you and me; 


Then, come what may, whatever else 
Our lives may lack, whate’er we lose, 
Of place and power, we’ll not regret 
If thus we choose; 


Ah, kiss it with me, let it be 

Our pledge, our troth; for year on year 
This Rose of Everlasting Love 

Our hearts shall wear. 


[157] 


SUMMUM BONUM 


The sum of Nature’s loveliness 
From single flowers may be learned: 
The splendor of the realms of light 
From solitary stars discerned ;— 


So, in thy love, my heart has found 
The wide world’s myriad offerings; 
And in thy soul, all that the sky 
Has promised of immortal things. 


[158] 


FORGIVE! FORGET! 


Forgive! Forget! The hour is passing by; 
The fortune of the future waits thy word. 
After the storm is heard the singing bird, 
After the rain appears the happy sky; 
Not long do Nature’s aspects hold regret. 
Forgive! Forget! 


Forget! Forgive! Remembering the Past, 
Far, silent land in memory’s moonlight fair; 
That shadow on its landscape like despair 
Is by regret for unforgiveness cast. 

Only by love’s forgiveness can we live:— 
Forget! Forgive! 


Forgive! Forget! It is the nobler part. 

These are the only cures for heartache ills; 
These are the graces of the strongest wills, 
These are the powers of the humblest heart. 

Ah, spend them ere love’s moment shall have set! 
Forgive! Forget! 


[159] 


LOVE’S WATCH 


Many watch over me, care for my need,— 
Constant, to every want giving their heed 
By loving wish and thought, by kindly deed. 


And not alone the ones who in life’s fray 
Strive for me, am I in debt day by day, 
But others silent now, far, far away. 


There was a comrade once. My life to save, 
From a wild river’s wrath, his life he gave... 
Now for his valiant sake I must be brave. 


There was in time gone by a mother who 
Each fear and hope of mine tenderly knew. 
Aye to her faith in me I must be true. 


There was a sweetheart who, long, long ago 
Gave me a trust to keep. ... Through joy and woe 
I must remember it as the years go. 


Many watch over me, guarding my days: 
Those who walk with me still in earthly ways,— 
Those whom a beauty immortal arrays. 


[160] 


GOOD FRIDAY NIGHT 


The hills are folded in a mist 
_ By Galilee: on Galilee 
‘A silence comes, and it is night,— 
The stars awaken tranquilly. 


* 


Night’s beauty, mirrored in her dreams 
In Galilee, in Galilee | 

Sleeps, and the stars like spirit barks 
Move softly on a spirit sea. 


The winds sigh with immortal grief 
O’er Galilee; and Galilee 

Seems mortal and remembers all 
That cannot be, that cannot be. 


The palms are moving in dim waves 
By Galilee: on Galilee 

The starlight falls on motionless 
Blue waters of a quiet sea. ' 


The shores are hushed, the winds are still 
On Galilee: o’er Galilee 

The stars are setting far away 
And One has died for thee and me. 


[161] 


MY FAITH 


To an end of the road, 

The last mile of the way, 

To the final dim ford 

At the close of the day,— 

Leaving life’s hoarded store, 

And arriving alone, 

To the last stream’s last shore,— 
Where the journey is done. 


But beyond, each shall find 

Of his portion a part, 

The hopes he resigned 

With hid tears of the heart: 
Recover the cherished 

On God’s gracious coast,— 

The dreams he thought perished, 
The love counted lost. 


Though vision be darkened 
And hearing be dimmed, 
Yet high faith has harkened, 
And trusting has limned 
What the heart shall inherit 
(If but it endure) 

By Love’s living spirit 
Whose promise is sure. 


THE GRIEVING HEART 


As one by one my talents fail, 

And momently my powers depart, 

Lord, leave me till Thy summons come 
A grieving heart. 


My grieving heart! My power to feel 
The pain that stabs my brother So; 
Ah, mystic poignancies that I 

Would not forego. 


O Christ, whose pitying love has brought 
The dead to life, we share Thy power 
When we have caused our love to shine 

In some dark hour 


On those who sink beside the way 

To let those win the race who can: 

O Master, make of me a Good 
Samaritan! 


And I shall find by sorrow’s stream 

Flowers of beautiful faith and pure, 

That, nobly worn, will be a crown 
That shall endure. 


[163] 


UNTO THE END 


When in bridal bloom the springtime wakes the woodland 
and the moor, 

And the cardinal is singing in the lilacs by the door; — 

Then I muse upon such beauty, wondering what the spring 
will be 


When the last sun’s on the mountain, and the last star’s 
on the sea. 


When the summer flowers are faded, and the empty fields 
are gray, 

When the yellow woods are lonely for the sweet birds 
flown away; 

Then I gaze upon the sorrow, wondering what the pain 
will be 

When the last sun’s on the mountain, and the last star’s 
on the sea. 


When the lordly sunset pageant passes through the 
splendid pines, 

And in glittering white solitude the star of evening shines; 

Then I dream of deepening glory in the twilight that shall 
be 

When the last sun’s on the mountain, and the last star’s 
on the sea. 


When lilacs are in dust, O Love, and summers are no more, 

When Life’s autumn-cadenced anthem sounds along Time’s 
lonely shore; 

Then far beyond this bourne of earth my heart shall hold 
to thee, 

Though the last sun’s on the mountain, and the last star’s 
on the sea. 


eado det’ 


SONNETS 


‘ 
; 


ARRIVALS 


The child who leaves that mystic cradling 

Beneath his mother’s heart, how can he guess 

Of waiting true love’s welcoming caress? 

What knowledge of his new world ean he bring? 
What knows he of a mother’s ministering? 

Yet love yearns over his mere helplessness 

With strength to shield, with holy prayers to bless, 
With arms to hold and tenderest voice to sing. 


So when his feet upon life’s western slope 

Are setting toward that other world unknown, 

His heart shall be sustained by this sweet hope: 
That as to mortal days, naked, alone, 

Weeping he came, yet found love’s welcome here,— 
Solace no less than love’s shall be his there. 


[167] 


LIFE AND LOVE 


Fair, infinite with ancient memories, 

Gather the stars. What have their hearts not seen! 
All that I am, all that I might have been! 

They gaze upon me with imperial eyes, 

Calling my spirit straightway to arise :— 

Ah, pitying God, the woeful gulf between 

Their steadfast beauty, changelessly serene, 

Their glory and my heart’s best sacrifice! 


Life still must have its anguish and its dust, 

Its barren sorrow when self’s will is done, 

Its mortal dimness and its fear that mars:— 

Love lights her spirit-flame of endless trust;— 
When the rain falls, fear not for yonder sun, 

Nor in the tempest tremble for the stars. 


[168] 


YOUTH’S PERMANENCE 


Tis said Time takes our love and joy away; 
That roses, rainbows, stars, no more can be 
When Youth is gone. ... It is not so with me; 
For what was best in that blithe far-off day 
Returns; whether with dawn’s awakening ray, 
Or at the laughter, comrade-like and free, 

Of dearest friends; or when at’eve I see 

A wildrose west; or hear the marriage lay 


Of mated birds in the glimmering morning singing, 
Or mark the robes that earth by moonlight wears, 
Each day some new or old sweet joy is bringing. 
But, O most blest, in every hour divine, 

One starry face beloved through life is mine, 
Hallowed by gathered beauty of the years. 


[169] 


INDECISION 


They stand before the gate of Paradise, 

That portal fair beyond which there is peace: 

From the gray deep below, the lonely seas 

On earth’s wild shores in homeless longings rise. 
“OQ let us haste within,” the lover cries, 

“Within the gate is rest, and tumults cease.” 

But she, far-gazing, doubted; and her eyes 
Shadowed her uncontrol. The very trees 


Of Paradise are trembling lest she turn; 

The winds of God consent not; in the night 

They thunder; at her pause the sea-waves mourn: 
The stars with dazzling pangs flame with new light 
On the fair way, imploring, lest the gate 

Close with a sigh upon them, desolate. 


[170] 


HEROES 


Gravely and nobly by their memory moved, 

Over their fate shall wistful poets grieve; 

In their stern fate the doubter shall] believe; 

By mourning Beauty shall their deeds be loved. 
Valor and strength the thought of them will give; 
Fame on their brows her coronal shall set; 

All save their courage will the world forget,— 
Among the perishing their souls wil] live 


To be brave dreams returning with the rose, 
And autumn’s raptures burning in her leaves,— 
Recalled among sweet long-ago farewells:— 
And so remembered, as on summer eves 

To thrill the silence, when tall spires close 

The glamour and golden tempest of their bells. 
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LOVE’S PRESENCE 


Say not that we have parted: nevermore 

Shall we alone upon this planet tread; 

For now the world, by love interpreted, 

Has not a lonely wood or wild seashore 

Where we cannot as comrades meet once more. 
Love’s influence upon existence shed 

Is our true resurrection from the dead, 

Into a glory never dreamed before. 


We know love’s mystic language,—you and I; 
And in love’s land no power can part us far... 
The beauty of communion there abides; 

In chantings of the seasons and the tides 

We shall converse, or when some lyric star 

Breathes unimagined music through the sky. 


[172] 


BARDS 


If from our sphere the lofty bards were taken, 

If from our life their light extinguished were,— 
With whom in darkness might we then confer,— 
With whom rejoice,—if by their joy forsaken? 
For us they toiled; for us they laughed and wept; 
Unfadingly their dreams illumine Thought. 
Mightily grasping Truth, they homeward brought 
Ultimate secrets that her far bournes kept. 


In every hour of life we can rejoice 

In bringers of flaming tidings from above; 

In all whose souls for us were sacrificed: 

In Dante’s dream divine of death and love, 
Melodious Milton’s rolling organ voice, 

The brain of Shakespeare, and the heart of Christ. 


[173] 


REQUIESCAT 


The long and liquid rustling of the corn 

May touch thine ear, attuned to waving lines; 
The mortal sighing of the perfumed pines 

May reach thy heart in some red autumn dawn; 
But kindred earthly longings shall be gone. 
And each day’s sun, and every star that shines, 
Discerning Silence, and the breathless signs 

Of Quiet, singing softly, shall pass on. 


Naught shall thy spirit feel to break repose: 

It is so sweet to lie at last in peace; 

No sound, though tremulous of the mating dove, 
Shall bring a yearning for thy sleep to cease:— 
No sight to lure,—not even yonder rose, 
Thorn-throned in mystic ecstasy of love. 


[174] 


MT. PISGAH 
(North Carolina) 


One hero-wave of flaming heliotrope 

Among the mountain-breakers rushes high, 
Its thrilling crest a challenge to the sky, _ 
And to my heart! No more I bleakly grope 

In sombre valleys. Clad in gorgeous hope, 

My spirit rises, and my doubtings die. 

Ready I seem for glad eternity, 

Dawning tremendous o’er this mountain slope. 


Beyond the silver of the Swannanoa, 

In a maned sea of mountains, rolling blue 

Into the haunting west, one peak I view, 

A tidal wave triumphant. And the shore 

On which it breaks in Beauty’s magic dreams 
Like to God’s Land Eternal to me seems. 
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ALL IS WELL 


There is a lovely red Rose that I know 

Which blooms in darkness and in bitter cold; 
Against the dreary North will it unfold 

Its beauty, blossoming amid the snow... 
There is a Music mastering every woe... 
There is a happy story to be told, 

Dearer for every telling. ... Every foe 

Of joy this champion can overthrow. 


It is the only Voice which sings when all 

The world beside with grief is stricken still: 
It is the only Hand that can be laid 

Upon the pulse of grief. Whate’er befall, 

Its magic power matches its sweet will: 

Love, Love it is.... O wherefore be afraid? 


[176] 


THE REFUGE 


There is an end of all things: Beauty dies, 
Beauty of earth we see not any more. 

The sea upon the happy summer shore 

Holds the deep voice of death and sacrifice. 
Beneath the flowers, how many a fair face lies ;— 
The roses white and red the garden bore 

Pass, as their lovely sisters passed before, 

Yet still we pray, and still we lift our eyes. 


There is an end of all beneath the ground, 

And death were King of Kings had not God sent 
One refuge;—for in the dark world I found 

A beautiful light like Faith in this, in this, 

A woman’s lips pure from her mother’s kiss, 

A woman’s heart thro’ wisdom innocent. 


[177] 


WHAT THOUGH WE FAIN WOULD LINGER 


What tho’ we fain would linger for awhile 
With the loved visions, Youth and Memory, 
Yet with the world of toil such cannot be. 

Each hath his journey of a mortal mile 

Thro’ woods and fields and many a dark defile 
With now and then a sight of open sea, 
Blue-rolling in the distance beauteously, 

And edged by dewy forelands that beguile. 


Oh, that we aye might linger, thou and I, 

In this dear valley with the scented wind 
Sweet from the Southern roses that unbind 
Their fragrant tresses, or, Oh, fair and free, 
The mountain laurel in the glens enshrined 
Breathes beauty that is immortality. 


[178] 


RECOVERY 


For beauty lost and loved my spirit grieved, 

For music muted, for romance long sped; 

For lone Isoult, and for Cordelia dead 

In her sweet bloom; for all whose hearts believed 
In lyric love, yet early were received 

Into death’s hushed and holy halls of dread ... 

Over my youth was Farewell’s glamour shed... 

Yet suddenly all losses seem retrieved; 


For you are come; and by your coming brought 
Streaming wild starlights of the long ago, 

More magic than Mage Merlin ever taught, 
Leading to all I love and long to know,— 
Bringing me home, and bringing home to me 

Of all things fair and lost, recovery. 


[179] 


THE MAGNOLIA 


In the dim sweetness of the Southern night 
The dark Magnolia’s yearning toward the sky; 
Upon her breast the snowy flowers lie 

Like pale Madonnas, glowing with the light 
Known only to those mystic hearts whose sight 
Have visioned Paradise before they die. 

Ah, shall one flower be taken to check a sigh, 
To dry a tear, to bring back old delight? 


—Touch and it blackens, though thy hands be pure, 
And one light less on Life’s dark sighing Tree 
Remaineth; and ere coming of the day, 

Loveliness gone that shall return no more. 

Alas for Beauty’s sad mortality,— : 

Its music hushed, its dream dispelled for aye! 


[180] 


PEACE 


There is a peace of river and of lake, 

And mountain, silent in the afterglow; 

Yet transient is the quiet dream they know: 

Some tempest their serenity shall break. 

But there’s a peace of heart that shall not wake 
To fear or anger or to any woe; 

A joyous strength that through all griefs may go, 
And naught from storms except their valor take. 


There is a peace too deep and true for change; 
When all the world is riot, it is rest,— 
Stilling the spirit with its beauty strange. 
When life is darkness, it is radiance blest; 
From every care sure refuge and release,— 
Eternal in the heart, Love’s lyric peace. 


11811 


IN A NEW DAY 


Behind us is a noise importunate, 

A gathering mighty, whose oncoming proud 

And stormful high advancing, sunrise-browed, 

Is the Future bold, with wilful youth elate. 
Another generation cannot wait. 

This tide tremendous thunders on our bowed 

And humble heads. The right of way’s allowed. 
If we are far from home now, we are late. 


What then remains for us? Merely to stand 
Aside, to watch with kindly eyes the throng 

And listen to new laughters through the land, 

Nor mourn our triumphs o’er, our faded flowers; 
For if the strife and crown to them belong, 

The finished race, the promised rest are ours. 


[182] 


THE HIGH MOTHER 


Ere I had learned to stray, she took my hand, 
And led me where the shy wildflowers blow; 

To misty glens where warbling waters flow; 
And many an elfin scene and wild we scanned § 
My future as her chosen child she planned, 
Telling my heart sorrows that it must know, 
What hopes pursue, what joys it must forego; 
And mysteries she made me understand. 


She left me long ago; and yet it seems 

As Beauty she returns, and noble feeling, 

With starlight through the dead vast darkness stealing; 
Moving as music through my deepest dreams... 

More than all earthly love she is to me 

The spirit of my immortality. 


[183] 


THE INLAND TIDE 


Like a grave seatide, inland drawn afar, 

Is our existence: out of cosmic sleep 

Awakening, we forsake the epic deep; 

And under pendent moon and trembling star 

Enter life’s river-mouth.... Like a stranger goes 
The tide, past bowers of jasmine and of rose, 

An alien always; conscious evermore 

Of kindred with the deep, the distant shore. 


Then down the reaches of the deepening river 

Like the ebb we glide, with mightier movements flowing,— 
A part of power whose kingdom is forever: 

Austerely summoned to the ancient bourne, 

From life withdrawing, what have we to mourn 

Whose hearts, long exiled, home at last are going? 


[184] 


ONCE IN THE MOUNTAINS 


Once in the mountains, thrilling a fragrant glade 
With silver music, laughed a crystal brook: 

Its high-born home in beauty it forsook; 

Immaculate at heart, through sun and shade, 

The ancient country young again it made. 

From lonely pine and hill-hung star it took 

In the stiller pools clear images. Its look 

Was lyric, as of things that cannot fade. 


But then it grew a stream, and then a river,— 
With flow profound. Yet the deeper, darker tide 
Had lost its laurel-loveliness forever; 

A sombre heart homed in its bosom wide. 

Ah, long ago, far childhood’s hills among, 

We, too, were joyous, beautiful, and young. 


[185] 


THE SOUTHERN ROSE 


To those who loved and waited, and to those 

Who watched by their dead hearthsides desolate: 
To those who stood beside the closing gate 

And bravely said farewell, and saw it close: 

To the proud heart of our dear Southern Rose, 
Through all the moaning night immaculate; 

To those who waited faithful, and must wait 

To meet their lost ones where the Lily blows. 


Now in the darkening day’s farewell embrace, 
I see her stand, pale Spirit of our wars; 
Beautiful in the twilight is her face. 

With the serene arrival of the stars, 

God suffers her to grieve, to glide away 
Quietly into the quiet evening grey. 


[186] 


BEAUTY IN STORM 


One night I dared the storm, and with the dark 

Kept awful pace, not caring where we went. 

Black-browed above me was the monster bent, 

And sword-sharp flashes showed the wildly stark 

White trees where thunder once had burst.... No 
barque, 

Takes the high seas in splendid banishment, 

More dauntlessly, where death is imminent, 

Than I drove bleakly toward some fatal mark. 


Ah, brave I thought myself, and proud until 

In the black pall enshrouding earth and sky, 

A rift was rent, through which there shone all still 
A star immaculate.... O then did I, 

With Beauty breaking my rebellious will, 

Struggle against the storm, and dread to die. 


[187] 
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AUTUMN THOUGHT 


The autumn evening’s calm gave to a Rose, 
Late-lingering, hope of sisters to be born; 

When all the winds were searching the sere corn, 
Eagerly seeking what they might disclose 

Of summer’s sweetness tarrying, ere the snows 
Should gently touch each fallen flower’s throne 
With wistful care. The winds found many a thorn, 
Then softly gathered to the autumn Rose. 


—Ah, in life’s autumn may there still remain 
Love’s faithful thoughts to search the farewell air 
O’er darkened land and unillumined sea, 

Ungrieving for what cannot be again, 

If they but find one hope and gather there 

In perfect peace about the thought of thee. 


— [188] 


THE WESTERN WAY 


Down the declivity into twilight lands 

With quiet songs and tender farewell air : 

Down with the autumn of our little year 

With hearts subdued, with worn and weary hands; 
On to life’s margin with its moaning sands,— 

All doubt behind; it is too late to fear ;— 

We are too tired now to know or care: 

Yet the still soul at evening understands. 


‘ 


What though the dark be deepening before, 
As night behind us gathers on the way, 

We must press on,—whatever is in store; 

For there is no escape.... Day’s dying ray 
Kindles the western mountains far away, 

And faith stands sentry by the Shadowy Door. 


[189] 


“ELDORADO” * 


Over the fields and the far lonely strand 

The barren broomgrass waves, the lost winds sigh; 
Gray-shrouded oaks and rustling laurels high 

To sentinel the desolation stand. 

The dim sweet woods are deep on either hand. 
Beneath the blue and trembling Southern sky 

There is a beauty here that cannot die, 

For love makes beautiful a ruined land. 


I saw a mourner in that solitude, 

And the still twilight seemed to search his face 
With anguish dim; faint with vain tears he stood, 
A loneliness, and of that scene a part, 

For he beheld the tomb of all his race, 

And gazed upon the burial of his heart. 


*Formerly the home on Santee of the Pinckneys. 
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LYDIA 


Than the white peace of the moon, 
And the green calm of the trees; 
Than the ancient rest of night, 
Than the depth of deepest seas;— 


More silent than the air, 
More quiet than the ground 
Is the place that she sought, 
Is the peace that she found. 


[193] 


ROSALIE 


She’s of the night, 

Of stars and silences, 

Of fleeting lost delight; 
Of far forsaken lands; 

Of twilight and of tears; 
Of the Nirvana-years; 

Of vanished lips and hands; 
Of the long ago; 

Of perished joy and woe; 
Of fair forsaken seas; 

Of the Dark’s mysteries: 
But of my heart’s eternity 
Is she, 

My Rosalie. 


Forth from Life’s forest-gloom 

She palpitated like a faint perfume, 

Or a wild jasmine bloom. 

Her beauty in this world suggested doom. 
Sister of all that’s fairest and most frail, 
Spirit of all that’s frangible and pale, 
Sure in all strife to fail; 

So fragile was she and so fugitive, 
Merely in mellow sunshine could she live: 
Sweet as the troubled wonder of innocent love, 
Only to be alive she meekly strove. 

From heavy winds with passion dank, 
Exhaling from exotic thickets lush, 

She shrank,— 

Timidly amorous 

For the puritan pine-scents and the shining hush 
Of dewhung blossom and bush,— 

Tranced isolation of the windless places, 
The leeward beaches and the summer sea, 
The illumined calm of happy quiet faces; 
And beauty’s joyous grave tranquillity. 


[194] 


For her my heart was wary, 
Searching for sanctuary: 

To keep her from inexorable truth, 
From that most bitter ruth 


Of the world’s rape of beauty, strength, and youth.... 


How could I shield her, set her free 
From Time, love’s ememy? 

From Death, my rival dark and masterly? 
O was it just 

That beauty such as hers should be 
Addressed to dim explorings of the dust? 
All challenges to me, all grievings were 
That life beleaguered her. 


Tremendous piers I sank 

Windward; brave rank on shielding rank 
Ramparts arose 

To give my love repose; 

Barriers with hasty hands fashioning fast, 
Grim bulwarks to the blast; 

Tall bastions bold, 

In ancient quietude of marble cold, 

Placid in solemn strength of stone, 

To meet the whirlwind’s stress 

With blank and tacit courage of their own. 
Within, sweet winsome trees had made 
With the proud sun armistices of shade; 
High-walled the gardens were, coverted deep, 
Cloistering my love in radiant loneliness; 
There the whole world seemed roses, roses 
Beautiful white and red; | 
Or this way, at her turning, 

Gleamed lilies, with star-lilies overhead. 

Here fragrances a poignant tryst would keep; 


burning 


She drank of quiet dreams; I sang her runes of sleep. 


The silent living sunlight’s long sweet kiss 
Was her extremest bliss; 
And, shyest soul-recesses to illume, 


She had the moonlight’s vast and solemn silver bloom. 


[195] 


Jewels she loved; and oft our fancy told 

Tales of the starry twilight years of old, 

Till Sappho from the sapphire’s shore would yearn, 
Dark Cleopatra in the ruby burn; 

Lost purple tides of old in the amethyst run, 

With triremes plunging toward the setting sun; 

The sea-moon through the opal’s casement shed 
Showed Isoult holding valiant Tristram, dead: 
Through the glimmering Sherwood in the beryl hung, 
Maid Marian went wandering fair and young... 
But Rosalie, 

Turning from them to me, 

Kyes that behind my love saw not my fear, 

Believed that all was well when I was near... 
And her deep trust’s delight 

Undid me quite. 


Beyond this halcyon pale, 

I used to see a peasant woman hale, 

Ruddy, and muscled like the knotty oak, 

A bearer of men-children. By the smoke 
Of flaring brush-piles I could see her stride, 
Powerful in her mighty body’s pride; 

By the red fireglow primeval shine... 
Within warm walls a lily-love was mine. 
Always my eager hands 

Strove to unloose all bands 

That bind the spirit up to pain and care; 

I bivouacked with dread she might not share; 
Beyond the threshold slew grim enemies 
Obscurely; bargained fast with Fate, 

Black challenger importunate! 

Crushing with fealty lone a fatal cry, 

I fought with beasts she never knew were nigh. 
My spirit oft 

Became a watcher of still treacherous doors, 
A listener for footfalls fell and soft, 

A warden on the tranquil perilous walls, 


[196] 


A sentry with eyes sweeping the far moors, 

The guard of beauty in fair desolate halls; 
Fathoming the blue day, with danger bright,— 
Patrolling deep the phantom-haunted night. 


But God,— 
Discerning all my tottering castle fair, 
And impotent gardens rare; 
My mortal Renin of immortal need, 
Took heed: 
With mercy swift, relentless, awe 
Almighty, meet, 
Terribly toward my jasmine blossom strode. 
He could foresee the fall 
Of ramparts ineffectual, 
And powerful vain piers; 
Aware 
’ Of all her care 
(Perhaps not less 
Of all my helplessness), 
He suddenly wrought 
What my imagination all the years 
Had never caught; 
An isolation vast and shining brought,— 
Peace,— 
Which was release 
From the inexorable chains I could not sever,— 
Making her free forever. 


God’s dark eliverer 

Has taken her; 

And on the shadowy tender vale 

Where beat her timid heart and frail 
_ Darkness is set, and rest... 

God’s great sequesterer 

Has taken her. 

O it is best 

That she 


[197] 


Should be 

A rose of the darkness no dreaming 
Dawn-wind shall shake; 

A lily of slumber no streaming 
Dawn-gleam awake. 


She’s of the night; 

Of the dark’s mysteries; 
Of vanished delight; 

Of twilight and of tears; 
Of the Nirvana-years; 
Of perished lips and hands; 
Of the long ago; 

Of buried bliss and woe; 
Of far forsaken lands; 
Of old forgotten seas; 
Of stars and silences: 
But bride of love to be 

In my heart’s eternity 

Is she, 

My Rosalie. - 


[198] 


CARLYLE McKINLEY 
(In Lucem Transitus, August 24, 1904). 
I, 


An autumn shore, with white waves rolling far 
In silent foam; the failing of the light; 

Blue league on misty league to dusk’s first star, 
Beyond a sad sea-sunset and the night. 


These scenes were dear to him who loved the heart,— 
The fragrant rose and alabaster dawn, 

Life’s frail, dim sweetness, early to depart, 
The thought of days that are forever gone. 


II. 


Alas for them who in the twilight harken 
For some stilled voice; ah, no, it cannot be; 

The winds will moan, the heavens slowly darken, 
And the deep music sound out of the sea— 


Yet those who oft remember in the night, 
After day’s tumult with its feverish plans, 

Oh, well for them!—God’s stars shed down the light 
Of some diviner sympathy than man’s. 


III. 


The solemn live-oaks watch above the Dead 
Whose spirit dies not, but a sacred flame, 
Burns fair as when it first interpreted 
The fearful beauty of forgotten fame. 


Where then is sorrow’s strength, and where death’s 
power? 
Life’s soldiers fall where riddled standards wave; 
A soldier fell, free from our fears, from our 
Imaginary anguish of the grave. 


[199] 


IV. 


Our passionate regrets he wove in song, 
The pangs of loss for “Swift, sweet yesterday,” 
On the night’s margin where life’s echoes throng, 
And where the sound of singing dies away. 


The thought of those o’er whom the shadows close 
The heart’s deep evening sanctuary stills, 

As a wild river hushes when it flows 
Through immemorial silence in the hills. 


V 
We feel his strength when mortal nobleness 
Approaches us as mystery or truth; 
His music luring us to tears no less 
Than when we saw, with dimming eyes, in youth, 
An autumn shore, with white waves rolling far ) 
In spirit foam; the dying of the light; 
Pale league on azure league to dusk’s first star, 
Beyond a sad sea-sunset and the night. 


[200] 


EBB-TIDE 


The moonlight lay along the floor, 
Cold on the floor the moonlight lay; 


The sleeper’s face was in the dark, 


Chill crept the moonlight, pale and stark, 
To touch his features grey. ; 


The ebb-tide flowed beneath the moon 
With floating sedge and cloudy foam; 
How deep the midnight shadows lie, 


The coast-line pines, how dark and high 
About the sleeper’s home! 


The moonlight slept along the floor, 
The moonlight slanted to the bed; 


The sleeper stirs not any more,— 


The moonlight glided from the floor 
To gaze upon the dead. 


How far beneath the setting moon 
Will yonder ebb-tide’s bearing be? 
How far beyond us is the light 


Of faces lost in some strange night, 
Beyond what land and sea? 
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THE LONG NIGHT 


Night falls upon the Southern coast; 
To far shores silence stretches pale; 
The grey mist rises like a ghost. 


By twilight waters red and lone, 
Gaunt vultures plume themslves for rest 
Upon bald trees bleached white as bone. 


The sighing shore-waves slowly curl, 
And by the dim creek’s shadowy bends, 
Softly the ebb-tide eddies whirl. 


The tide is out, the moon is low, 
The pines are black against the sky;— 
I never saw them tower so. 


I mark the pines, the mist I mark, 
But not the holy face of one 
Whom night bore to a deeper dark. 


[202] 


AN ELEGY 


A wind blew over the river by night; 
(O the night wind, and the river-mist!) 
A wind blew through the fields at night, 
And the sleeping flowers kissed. 


The wind passed through a garden sweet; 
(O garden sweet and wistful-wild!) 

The night was fair, the wind was sweet; 
And it kissed a dreaming child. 


O wind that passed, O river-mist, 
O garden sweet and wistful-wild; 

O flowers that the night wind kissed,— 
O child, O sleeping child! 


[203] 


L’ENVOI 


My life is numbered by your days, 
My sorrows are the tears you shed; 
For we are one in thoughts and ways, 
And what you speak my heart has said: 
Can you recall and I forget, 
Or suffer and I not regret? 


Let other hearts and other hands 
Their tributes bring, but still will mine, 
In other times, in other lands 
A star upon your forehead shine; 
For love is strong, though love’s alone, 
And even in darkness knows its own. 


You may not give this gift away, 
Not even to the one who gave; 

It goes with you the long, long way, 
And you will bear it to the grave. 

The best I have to you is given 

As treasure laid away in Heaven. 


May the same light awaken us, 
And the same darkness close our eyes; 
For the same fears have shaken us, 
And the same dreams’ sublimities: 
And the same future hopes are ours, 
The blooming and the dying flowers. 


Year after year the spring will call, 
And the deep summer hoard her sheaves; 
For us will flame, will fade, will fall 
The crimson and the golden leaves: 
And for the glory that departs, 
We clasp love closer to our hearts. 


[204] 


SUNSET 


O beautiful sorrow of sunset, 
We turn, we turn unto thee: 
From the winds o’er the summer lands blowing, 
In the days that will never more be: 
As the meeting of many bright waters 
That deepen the blue of the sea, 
O Ending of love, O Beginning 
Of rest, we turn unto thee. 


(Ah, the wonderful pang when we realize 
That Sorrow forever is ours; 
Her presence is felt in each farewell, 
Her strength in the fading of flowers: 
In the loved ones long folded to Silence, 
In the bourne that love cannot unveil, 
Where the faith of our childhood lies buried, 
With the hearts of the friends who fail.) | 


To the golden, mysterious westward, 
Through the way our eyes cannot see, 
O beautiful sorrow of sunset, 
We turn, we turn unto thee. 
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ELEGY IN McCLELLANVILLE CEMETERY 
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The village faces on the wide 
Green-waving marsh that fronts the sea; 
There in the coastline’s curving side 

It nestles white and tenderly. 


Behind it are the pine woods dim, 

Whose fragrance through the night is borne 
To where the salt sea-waters brim 

Long beaches with dark sedges strewn. 


I see the long white street that runs 

From east to west, from morn to night, ~ 
A pathway for the splendid suns, 

That ends in yonder vista bright. 


I see the cedars dwarfed and dim, 
The locusts smelling of the seas, 

The red moon on the marsh’s rim, 
The purple night above the trees. 


By day the shell-road dazzles bright, 
By dark it glimmers softly down 

To where the warm high-water light 
Is gleaming just beyond the town. 


II. 


The salt creek runs into the woods, 
There where the dark swamp-water flows; 
Through silvery sweet-bay solitudes, 
And under many a wild wood rose. 


Far up where tide and wood-stream meet, 
And under pure, serener skies, 

In dreadful dreamless slumbers sweet 

The village Cemetery lies; 
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Black waters rim that mystic land; 
And groups of thoughtful pines emerge 
From the long, lonely pinewood strand, 
To loom and listen on the verge. 


The flood and ebb are passing by, 

The live-oaks dip them in the stream; 
Here joy, and love, and living lie,— 

And there,—that ancient, ancient dream! 


The little child is sleeping there, 

With many a heart we loved and knew; 
The Village Beauty tall and fair, 

At last beside her lover true. 


The chaste white hearts of innocence, 
And they whose lives bore many scars, 
Alike await their bearing thence 
Beyond the sunset and the stars. 


ITI. 


When through the cedar-trees the sun 
Above the marsh was hanging red, 
When labor for the day was done, 
And hearts by home were comforted; 


Then watched we by the cedar-trees 
The birds in homeward happy flight, 
And heard the far soft surf of seas 
Break on the borders of the night. 


Above the faint horizon-rim, 

We watched the twilight shadows creep, 
Or on the high-tide’s opal brim 

We sang the summer moon to sleep. 


We felt the strong tide drawing full, 
And saw the stranded sedges start; 

’Twas high tide, bright and beautiful, 
And love’s high tide within the heart. 


[207] 


IV. 


If only now upon this coast 

The dear dimmed faces that we love 
Might tell of living love unlost, 
And as of old beside us move; | 


Then we should walk in Paradise, 
Through golden light the happy day; 

For they were heaven to our eyes.... 
But God has taken them away. 


Ah, what to them is love’s spring cry, 

Or birdsong in the time of bloom? 

What memories mount toward that still sky 
From that dim land beneath the tomb? 


On that still place the sunlight sleeps, 
The grasses wave, the pine-cones fall; 
The heavy-tasseled woodbine weeps, 
And silence stretches over all. 


V. 


In God’s own time we pass away: 

The weak, the strong, the false, the brave: 
Life’s morning gives; life’s twilight gray 

Shall gather what the morning gave. 


Yet Love, the holy and divine, 

Shall perish not with mortal breath; 
Pure love, strong love, all life is thine, 
And thou art not fulfilled in death! 


For in life’s dusk there shall be light; 
Not sunset’s only, or the vast 

Starry magnificence of night,— 

But all our earthly darkness passed. 


[208] 


REQUIEM 


Tender the flowers are 
Over a face asleep; 

Silent white moon and star 
Their lonely watches keep; 

Softly the winds from far 
Blow from the ancient deep. 


Bright Year, what would you bring, 
What is your will? 

Wild birds that mate and sing 
Where, on this hill, 

Perishing, perishing, 
Beauty lies still? 


Winds of the ancient deep, 
Night that descends, 

Take her now in your keep, 
Be you her friends; 

Now that she lies asleep, 
And my world ends. 


[209] 


IN A GARDEN 


Around our garden, sweet and wild, 
In softest waves the pinewoods move: 
I hear thy voice in them, Dear Child, 
And in their silences, thy love. 


Beyond the pines the white beach runs, 
Beyond the beach, the marsh, the sea: 

Beyond our world, the stars, the suns, 
Beyond thy life, my thought of thee. 


I stand where love and sorrow meet, 

And where the sea-wind o’er thee blows: 
Now in our garden, wild and sweet, 

Thy heart is risen in yonder rose. 


Thy heart is risen unaware, 
For thou no more awakeneth: 
Because of life, so fair, so fair, 
So beautiful because of death! 


My heart forgets the tears, the grave, 
In love’s diviner mystery. 

The pines against the sunset wave, 
And I am one with them and thee. 


[210] 


A WILD FLOWER 


Immortal in its little mortal hour, 

Returning all the roses lost and wild 

That long ago had bloomed for me, a child— 
Far on a distant hill I found a flower; 


With colors shy, and luring faint perfume; 

With dewy gown, and virginal surprise, 

And wonder of the world in childish eyes, 

And timid beauty, half-afraid to bloom.... 


One was to me as this frail flower now: 
Beloved and beautiful, a mortal rose... . 
The flower of her face a far land knows, 
And other fields the lily of her brow. 


[211] 


TO ONE ASLEEP 


Just as a star blooms out above the deep, 
Deep lustral silence of a holy hour: 
Just as the dream of some immaculate flower, 
Beside still waters in the fields of sleep. 


Just as a star that disappears at dawn, 

Leaving a mystic halo where it burned, 

Passed to the bourne of Beauty Undiscerned, 
Passed from earth’s sight yet not forever gone. 


Just as a star sinks in the sweet excess 
Of rose-and-silver dawn within the sky; 
Just as a thought that is too fair to die, 

Lives in the heart as Unseen Loveliness. 


[212] 


THE PAST 


Here where the twilight trees 

Gather strange darknesses, 

One lies low; 

And to her I must go, 

Even as today glides into yesterday, 
Not dead, but passed away. 
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Mysterious Past! how like a face I knew, 
Long dreaming now: 

The shadows of thy silent years 

Sleep, as the tall dark firs 

Over that dream of hers. 


The warm hand and heart, 
The loveliness of days, 
Must needs depart, 

Must go their ways; 

God wills it so, 

That they should go. 


But in the Future’s eyes 

I read the unsurprise 

Of wondrous things concealed 
She holds to be revealed,— 
The face that I have seen, 
The land where I have been. 


Mysterious Past! how like a face I loved, 
Long sleeping now; 

O’er thee thy grey and shadowy years 
Dream, as the high dim firs 

Over that sleep of hers. 


[213] 


RELEASE 


She waited. But she waits no more. 
A prisoner long, she has release; 

For death conferred what life denied 
Of perfect peace. 


That she who knew pain’s wakefulness 
Should now have peace is certain bliss; 
And that the brave and tired heart 
Quiescent is. 


With love we thought to guard her well; 
But cruel fellowship she knew 

With sorrow and with suffering 

The long years through. 


What mortal hope or faith or joy 
Can never on our lives bestow— 
The peace we long for—it is hers 
At last, we know. 


Beyond the touch of time and tears, 
Beyond the grasp of grief she’s gone 
To be attended evermore 

By love alone. 


[214] 


THE HERITAGE 


We gathered about her 

To speak of the days 

Her love had illumined. ... 
(We spoke as in praise). 


But deep in divine eyes 

Her soul in light moved: 

“My children, my children, 

You were born to be loved.” : 


This heritage, Mother, 

All else is above: 

To be brought to life’s bourne 
By that beautiful Love 


For which every true heart 
Foregoes earth’s renown, 
And all other glory, 

And each other crown. 


[215] 


FLIGHT SONG 


O Sister, Sister, now the night is closing, 

And no stars shine; 

The pine-crests blue are misty in the rain.... 
What light is on your face, or joy, or pain, 

Sweet Sister mine? 


O Sister, Sister, softly the night cometh, 

Deep and divine. 

What is the mystic garment that you wear? 

And that—the strange white flower in your hair, 
Sweet Sister mine? 


No voice will answer and no hand touch mine 
Through all the lonely years; 

For, far across the dim and ancient night, 
A Spirit speeds with the celestial flight 
She had in other spheres. 


[216] 


BRIDE OF THE NIGHT 


In a glimmering harbor 
Anchored she lies: 
Under her, deep waters; 
Over her, deep skies. 


Mirrowed and mystical, 
Snowy sails furled,— 
Happy, quiescent, tall,— 
Not of this world. 


Now. beyond time and tide, 
Oceans and bars, 

She’s of eternity, 

Twilight, and stars. 


Sister of silences, 
Sweetheart of light, 
Beautiful Spirit, 
Bride of the Night. 


[217] 


THE MASTER OF HAMPTON 


He, beneath the strewn leaves lying, 
Heeds no more the season’s call; 
Sees no more the green leaf growing, 
Or the red leaf fall. 


Hears no more the valiant Morning 

Challenge him to conflict brave; 
“Is content with some immortal 

Gift that Evening gave. 


Looks no more to stream and blossom, 
Hears the mockingbird no more; 

Now, beyond the rose and river, 

And earth’s farthest shore. 


And so calmly he is sleeping 
Under leaf-strewn quiet loam 
That I know his heart is dreaming 
Of its Hampton home. 


And of him his home seems dreaming; 
Yet its beauty cannot be 

As it was before he left it 

Whose brave heart was home to me. 


[218] 


THE LAST NIGHT 


Her western windows front the seas; 
Below them sigh the cedar trees; 
And the sweet myrtles gather there 
The Coast’s mysterious silences. 


The house is still; no voice is heard, 

No silent song of love, no word 

Echoes for her in all the world, 

Save the low wind that waked and stirred. 


Her eyes the Southern coast-line seek; 

She hears the mist to the marshes speak, 
The wind to the water whispering 

Far down the long and glimmering creek. 


She sees a shadowy spirit-sail; 
Her brow is feverish and pale; 
The wind has turned the misty tide;— 
No wind or tide will now avail. 


From that strange western casement shone 
Sweet eyes at evening—they are gone 
Forever, for when night is past, 

I shall be here in the dark alone. 


[219] 


TO NATURE 


Dear Mother, take your daughter home; 
Your wandering child no more shall roam. 
On your broad bosom sweet she lies 

With quiet hands and trancéd eyes; 

And as she slumbers on your breast, 

You'll sing to her the songs of Rest. 


A little while the west shall glow, 

A little while the dusk-winds blow; 

Then stars and silence, and your arms 

To shelter from the dark’s alarms... . 
Through this long Night her peace shall be 
Her share in your serenity. 


Dear Mother, she returns to you, 

Child of your blossoms, dust, and dew; 
The flowers she gathered in fields afar 
Of Youth and Spring unfaded are. 
Sweet Mother, take your daughter home, 
Your wandered child, no more to roam. 


All, all, like her to rest shall come 

On the old Heart, in the old Home,— 

Two mighty covenants to keep: 

The body’s—that’s of dust and sleep... . 
The heart’s this loftier faith shall prove: 
We cannot lose the ones we love. 


[220] 
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COMRADES 


The blue and rosy light from Parnell dies; 
Evening the valley stills; 

Silent and tender comes the holy night 
From dewy hills. 


The Tuscaroras tall are fading fast; 
The valley’s shadow-crossed. 

The world I knew is vanished into shade 
With her I lost. 


Down from the dewy and the darkening hills 
The night has come to me; 

But neither light nor day comes to that land 
Where lieth she. 


My dark is full of dews and very fair; 
Radiance comes soon; 

Mournful but beautiful into the night 
Rises the moon. 


When her pale reign is past, and stars are set, 

When night is done,— 

Dawn’s fragrant light is mine, and bird-songs sweet, 
And the great sun. 


My night is very fair; my day is blithe 

With sunlight, roses, swallows: 

Her night no moon or star nor night-wind brings; 
And no dawn follows. 


But we are comrades still. A grief we share: 
She lost life’s radiant light; 

And I, in losing her, must evermore 

Share her long night. 


[221] 


THEN AND NOW 


Beauty of earth to me 

She used to be,— 

Darkening the rose and the sun, 
And the stars every one. 

All loveliness 

My heart could capture and might safely keep 
She could express: 

The breath of the soul’s wing, 

Sweet virtuous passion of the virgin spring, 
Love, rapture, beauty, glimmering innocent sleep. 
And now she is away. 

Yet she makes fair my day, 

And beautiful my night: 

Immaculately an hour 

Trembling in the windflower; 

The thought of her in darkness brings me light. 
She comes and goes 

With rainbow and with rose; 

In the sad moonlight streaming, 

And in the wild star gleaming. 

Beauty she was to me 

In her mortality: 

But now, and ever to be, 

Beauty is she. 


[222] 


NIGHT ON THE COAST 


The wind is in the pines, 
And a voice in the wind 
Grieving of ruined shrines; 
Yet what it cannot find 

On earth, is in my mind. 


A storm moans on the bar, 
And will not cease to be; 

A lonely western star 

Looks on the lonely sea; 
Yet love is here with me. 


No more the red dawn foams, 
No more the pulses start; 
The spirit-evening comes, 
Yet all that must depart 
From life, lives in my heart. 


The sea-wind brings the mist, 
That shrouds the silent coast; 

A dead face I have kissed,— 

And loved, of all things most,— 
Is mine, though all be lost. 


[223] 


REVELATION 


When yonder sycamore 

Rustled most liquidly, 

And the stream softly bore 

Down to the distant sea,— 

There once the bright world wore 
Light it shall wear no more. 


One the world no more knows 
Tenderly held me then: 

Now the wind o’er her blows 
Grieving through field and fen, 
And where the river flows 

By a sweet fallen rose. 


“Tove is such living, Sweet:” 
Thus I dreamed in my dream; 
“Bach unto each complete, 
Stars in a lustral stream, 
That the waves move to meet, 
Love is such living, Sweet.” 


Earth was a languorous bourne, 
Folded in violet mist: 

Valleys where grew no thorn, 
Vales the wind waked and kissed— 
There not a voice might mourn 
Save doves o’er waving corn. 


But on an autumn night 

Came winds out of the east, 
Bore to the west thy flight, 
And all the wonder ceased: 
Dimmed was my star of light, 
Leaving me night in night. 


[224] 


But shadows manifold 


Brought me a light that burned, 


(Strange as a love untold, 
Or true love unreturned) 
Blown on by breath of mould, 
Coming from gardens old. 


So thus I cry to thee, 

In my night thou wilt hear: 
In thy dawn thou wilt see 
Thy lilies that I wear: 
~Death is Love’s victory 

O’er sad mortality. 


Wistful the river flows, 
Tenderly murmuring: 

Unto the deep it goes, 
Dimly remembering 

Sweet days that sadly close, 
And a sweet buried rose. 


[225] 
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THE TRYST 


A dawn-wind wakens in the fields ; 
Calmly to day my spirit yields: 

All dawns save one will flush and burn, 
And that the dawn of your return. 


I know your spirit passes on 

From beauty unto beauty’s bourne; 
But sooner will the silent urn 
Whisper of life, than you return. 


When on my face the midnight streams, 
And I have lost my life in dreams, 

Your glamour from the stars may yearn, 
But you can nevermore return. 


I know your radiant soul will press 
From earth’s to heaven’s loveliness; 
Your gleaming farewell I discern, 
But not the light of your return. 


Though you cannot return to me, 

A mortal, immortality 

(Winged by a love that has been true) 
Shall wear, and I will come to you. 


[226] 


REUNION 


On a shore remote and fair 
Gleam those well beloved forms 

In the glory spirits wear; 
Beautiful beside the sea, 

From all care and sorrow free 
As that shore is free from storms. 


O to join that radiant band,— 

That were joy no tongue could tell! 
O that I with them might stand, 

Free at last from mortal chains, 
From life’s fevers and its stains, 
With the hearts that love me well. 


Ah, to meet them I am fain; 
And the marvel yet may be: 

I shall know them once again; 
They shall meet me as of yore 
On that far and shining shore, 
By that blue celestial sea. 


[227] 
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PEACHTREE 


I want to go to Peachtree; 

The river there is wide; 

The moon, unmoored from Fanny “Meade, 
Comes sailing up the tide. 


The quiet beach, windbroken 

By deer-deep shrubberies 

Looks to a far shore sentinelled 
By brave old cypress trees. 


I want to go to Peachtree 

To see the Peachtree Oak, 

To hear black Gabriel’s hunter-talk 
About the woodland folk; 


Of otter in the old canal 

On Navarino wild, 

Of bucks he watched by broad moonlight, 
Of foxes he beguiled. 


I want to go to Peachtree 

To mark the sea-tides come 

In wonder to dim forest-shrines 
Far from their tawny home; 


River and wood shall friend me, 
And over me the skies’ 

Bright wilderness of loveliness 
Whose beauty never dies. 


I want to go to Peachtree 

To feel upon my face 

Wet delta marsh-winds blowing; 
To marvel with what grace, 
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Beyond the lonely pinelands, 
Austere, remote, sublime,— 
Up evening’s oriel windows tall 
The sunset roses climb. 


I want to go to Peachtree 

To see the ducks deploy 

Above the yellowing ricefields old 
As when I was a boy: 


There as a boy I hunted,— 

Dreaming by shore and bay 

Dreams that the mighty river caught 
And carried far away. 


Oh, I must go to Peachtree 

(Ah, sweet wild questing vain!) 
Upon the mightiest hunt of all: 
To find my heart again. 


[232] 


IN AFTER YEARS 
I. 


In the warm woods a whippoorwill 
Is mourning deeply, far away; 

Beyond the woods the House is still, 
Folded in evening mists of grey. 


Beyond the lonely woods it stands, 
Beautiful even in decay; 

Around it lie the summer lands, 
As fair as when they went away. 


I cannot look, for love’s own fear, 
Knowing it all how it must be, 
Dear voices I would no more hear, 
Loved faces I could no more see. 


Perhaps the ghostly mists would stir 
Against my face in mortal pain, 

For the brave eyes and heart of Her, 
For hands that clasp not hands again. 


IT. 


Though I see not, my heart is there, 

And hears beneath the pale starlight, 
The grey moss sighing in the air, 

The river running through the night. 


' Death has prevailed: the loveliest 
Is gone; we may no longer meet: 
Wistful against my face is pressed, 
The face of Twilight, vague and sweet. 


[233] 


Death has prevailed and They repose, 
They see no more the pinewood fair, 

Nor the soft scarlet sunset rose 
Burn in its misty waves of hair. 


Now over Them the voice of spring 
Calls, but the silence is unbroken— 
And yet my heart is answering 
As if the silentness had spoken. 


In the dim vista of old years, 

I see the day when Parting fell, 
I feel again the parting tears, 

I hear the voices of farewell. 


Their life has passed in Beauty by; 
So faints the rose upon her stem: 
I look on the eternal sky 
And silently remember Them. 


I$ 


They are asleep and shall not wake, 
For love, for memory, for tears, 

Nor can remembrance ever break 
The stillness of the buried years. 


They are asleep: the windy pines 
Wave, and are hushed to dreams again; 
Such dreams the breaking heart enshrines 
When only memories remain. 


They shall not wake: against the sky 
Lone in the night the laurel stands 

And darkly dreams: her flowers die 
Above the dreadful summer lands. 


[234] 


They are asleep: the perilous 
Dim ecstacy of dawn’s far light 
Shall charm no more, nor luminous 
The pineland evening’s violet night. 


They are asleep and shall not wake, 
Yet of their dream I am a part, 
And thoughts of them forever make 

A sanctuary in my heart. 


IV. 


The night is very dark and chill, 
A mystic wind awakes and blows: 
The night is very strange and still, 
The woods are wrapped in deep repose. 


The solemn stars look pitying down, 
The whippoorwill is silent now: 
The stars seem but a piercing crown 
That night is pressing on my brow. 


Through shrines of darkness, as I yearn, 
Dear unforgotten eyes and bright 
Shine on me, fading as I turn 
My face into a deeper night. 


V. 


Seeking a face it shall not find 
In fields or on the river shores, 
The melancholy river-wind 
Grieves through the rustling sycamores 


Of Loveliness that cannot last; 
The roses bloom, the river flows; 

Ah, but the hearts we loved are passed 
Beyond the River and the Rose. 


[235] 


Sweet are the pines and sweet the bay, 
The glimmering jasmines softly burn 

In vain, in vain for Them, for They 
Come not, nor ever will return. 


[236] 


A BURNS TWILIGHT 


A hillside blue with gorse and heather blowing,— 
The tinted clouds are wandering far and free; 
Below, a briared burn with waters flowing 

Past wistful wildflowers swaying faerily; 

A star above the hanging woods is showing 

A beamy brightness. From the misty lea 

A late and happy lark is skyward going 

To magic shores of song by music’s sea. 


A wildrose with the early dew is gleaming; 

A mountain breeze is on the bending wheat; 

A line of whistling plover far is streaming 

High o’er the vale where light and twilight meet. 
With looks like love’s the setting star is beaming; 
With love’s delight the world grows piercing sweet. 
Deepens the stream’s pure music with a dreaming 

Of how love makes all life with joy complete. 


The highland hills their starry thoughts are thinking; 
The west remote a fading glory shows; 

In violet sleep the valleys far are sinking; 

Night’s fragrance hale upon their faces blows. 

Deep in the burn an antlered stag is drinking; 

The warbling water round his fetlocks flows; 

A bonny blink in yonder glen is winking, 

Though night has veiled the mountains and the rose. 


[237] 
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MY VILLAGE 


Deep shadows on the marshes fall; 

The far-off night-birds sadly call; 

The woods are moving in dim waves ~ 
That break against the dark coast-wall. 


Now the fair moon begins to rise 
Silent upon the silent skies; 
And in its silver, streaming far, 
How beautiful my Village lies! 


Such light is here as lingers o’er 
A dear face to be seen no more,— 
Or lovers’ farewells long ago 
Upon a sweet and dreadful shore. 


The moonlight on my Village gleams, 
Filling the land with glowing dreams; 
It floods the marshes like a tide; 
Seaward the glory of it streams. 


Impartially this light is shed: 

Here where the blood of life is red, 
And fair on yonder hallowed Place, 
The lonely hill where sleep the Dead. 


O Village, dreaming through the night, 

So lovely in a land of light,— 

Soon, soon your hearts, now deep in rest, 
Shall waken to the morning bright. 


But when, O Master whom we trust, 
Shall waken yonder sleeping dust? 
For Thou, as everlasting love, 

Must come, the Morning of the Just. 


[238] 


GHOST POINT 


Eagle Hummock lies behind, 

And the broad bay lies before; 
Between the bay and the open sea 
Are sunken reefs of treachery, 
And ships that sail no more. 


Eagle Hummock,—where always 

The storm-bent cedars sigh; 

Gazing out over the foaming tracts 
To the surfline’s glimmering cataracts 
Where wrecks and perils lie. 


Eagle Hummock lies behind, 

And Harbor Creek before ; 

Beyond are the bay and the lighthouse far, 
Where the brave and lonely keepers are, 

At watch on the lonely shore. 


Eagle Hummock,—there at night 
When stars with storms are red,— 
With the dim sea moaning far away, 
With a sound unheard by men, the bay 
Gives up her wandering dead. 


Eagle Hummock lies behind 

Where the drowned men come ashore; 

And save for the obscure laughter heard,— 
Silently—save for the gray mist stirred 

By them who sail no more. 
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PLANTATION CHRISTMAS NIGHT 


The sun his race superb has almost run, 

And now is sinking into tall pine-crests; 

Light’s glorious service to the world is done, - 
And on the landscape calm in farewell rests; 

Afar on happy fields fall his bequests. 

Soft breathes the earth in quiet confidence. 

The birds are swaying in their gray moss _ nests. 
Gently the dusk unfolds her misty tents 

Against the west remote in red magnificence. 


Star-spangled Twilight, diademed and dim, 

Hallows the world with her resplendent reign. 

The lyric heavens are a noble hymn 

To the Creator in His mighty fane,— 

Unutterable song and glad refrain 

In which all hearts must join in pure delight 

Of listening love and hope. Now shine serene, 

Arriving silently with faces bright, 

The wise, companionable stars. And it is night. 


A mist had veiled the eastern river-fens, 

But beauteously the Christmas moon breaks through; 
Hale fragrances are breathed from pinewood glens; 
The live-oaks old glimmer in silvering dew, 

Shivering sweet ’neath the high tent of blue. 

Pale pendulous mosses wave. The dusk-owls sigh 

On muffled wings as they their prey pursue. 

In marshy ricefields feeding wild-ducks cry 

In happy concourse ’neath the wide and moonlit sky. 


The great white house is dreaming in its grove 
Of laurels and of live-oaks. Overhead, 

The Christmas stars in stately marching move, 
And on the earth their benediction shed. 

For Love is born, and ancient Fear is fled. 
Far-off, clear strains of mystic music swell 
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From negro hearts whom love has comforted. 
_ Their common faith they sweetly, humbly tell... . 
‘It is God’s Holy Night, and all the earth is well. 


Ah, all is well! although a thousand years 

Roll into shadow, into dust may roll. 

Humanity with all its faith and fears 

Is led by one imperishable soul,— 

The Master. He can make the broken whole, 

Heal the sick mind, the wandered steps can lead, 
Gladden the heart by making clean the scroll 

Written against it. He is love indeed, 

¥ _ The only power of which life stands in constant need. 


_ For love and for her Lord of Light arrayed, 

Br: ‘From mist emerges fair the roseate earth; 

_ Night’s glories deepen as they nobly fade 

In grave obeisance to the Master’s birth... 
Until His Day, all days were little worth. 

But by God’s gift, each day love’s gift can bring. 
Let every heart proclaim its Christmas mirth! 
Love, love alone is conqueror and king; 

| And mortal hearts at peace their Christmas songs may 
sing. 
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CAROLINA PINES 


O the Southern Pineland free 
Breathes immortal melody, 
Like the immemorial music of the old melodious sea: 
Purer than the live-oak shrines, 
Sweeter than the jessamines, 
Is the wild and lonely liberty beneath the windy pines. 


Nor is any land diviner 
Than the one whose sons enshrine her 
In their heart of hearts, though exiled, as their Mother 
Carolina, 
And she holds their love in keep, 
And when shadows gather deep, 
To her fragrant sanctuary they will all come home to 
sleep. 


From the sea-coast and the hill, 
They go forth against their will, 
Yet they shall return at evening when the weary heart 
is still. 
When the eyes are dark with tears, 
And the fainting spirit hears, 
From a bourne exceeding beautiful, the voice of other 
years. 


They will gather from afar, 
As at evening star on star, 
Fills the ancient courts of heaven where God’s peace and 
silence are. 
On their tired brows no bays, 
Nor around them shouts of praise, 
As they gather in the sunset after many, many days. 


[242] 


They will gather in the gloaming, 
In the twilight that is coming, 


for roaming. 
When their sun is in the west, 
And the air is tenderest, 
Then their Mother Carolina will enfold them on her 
breast. 


Under that sweet Southern sky, 
i All untroubled they will lie, 
_ They will dream and see belovéd faces of the days gone 
. by; 
While the mystic pine-wind blows, 
By And the quiet river flows, 
a _ Bearing hearts upon its bosom to the Lily and the Rose. 


Southern Pines, still hold for us 

My _ Magic sweet and perilous, 

_ Dreams that linger longest and make darkness luminous. 
ae Though on alien shore and foam, 

We can hear you call us home, 


i And we answer you in spirit as in truth we soon shall 
come. 


While thine altar fires burn, 

ae While the heart of man may yearn, 

_ O my Mother Carolina, unto thee we turn, we turn; 
i Bearing thee as love’s own token, 

Love, with dying accents spoken, 


Hearts, that by their coming, give the gift of faith 
‘unbroken. 
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They will gather, they will gather when the time is done © 
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CHARLESTON 


The night is fair upon the sister streams; 
Softly entranced the far shore-visions shine; 
Now sleeps the City, mirrored in her dreams. 


Not in the sleep that covers Beauty’s swoon 
From the chill criticism of the stars, 
And moody contemplation of the moon; 


But in a deep and mystic sleep serene,— 
Beautiful as to dying eyes the light 
On sorrowful far lands at sunset seen. 


A voice is grieving from the grieving sea,— 
A voice grieves of a farewell long ago, 
Of spirit-loneliness and memory. 


Here where the nations’ commerce used to ride, 
From the warm South and from the frozen North, 


A dim ship swings upon the misty tide. 


An elder darkness than the night comes down, 
A music deeper than the anthemed sea’s, 


That fold the dreamers in the dreaming town. 


The day is fair upon the sister streams, 
A wind is calling from the calling sea;— 
Still sleeps the City, mirrored in her dreams. 
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ROMAIN LIGHT 


’Round the great lantern goes, 
’Round floats the flashing light; 
Over the sea it throws 
A pathway wide and bright 
Through the wide pathless night. 


Now drones the ebb-tide dim 
Down to the foaming bar; 

Down to the white sea-rim, 
Down to the ocean far, 
Where the great voices are. 


Here the sweet myrtle trees 
Murmur in soft delight; 

There the grey aching seas, 
Through the waste breach of night, 
Plunge in toward the light. 


Shoreward the lantern shines, 
And its beams softly come 

To the dark sea of pines, 
Rolling in purple foam 
Over the pineland home. 


Steadfast as God’s own star 
Through the wild moaning night; 

Where death and darkness are, 
Where fails the mortal sight, 
There will be found the Light. 
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RAVENSWOOD 


Happy in dreams I stood 

By quiet Ravenswood, 

Close to the pacing flood 

Of Awensdaw; 

There Beauty’s scene I viewed, 
There my lost youth renewed, 
There the far past reviewed,— 
And there I saw 


With boyhood’s joy again 

Marshes of Cape Romain, 

Through which the mighty main 
Makes with its tides. 

Whatever storms befall 

Through the years’ interval, 

Far Romain’s tower tall 

Faithful abides. 


There by the beach’s rim 
Where the salt sea-tides brim, 
Now with gray sea-mist dim, 
Now with sun bright, 

Solemn wise herons wade, 
Fiddlers in ranks parade, 

And in the cedars’ shade, 
Warblers delight. 


Amber-hued Awensdaw, 

Obeying ancient law, 

Your mystic tides withdraw 

From Wambaw wild; \ 
Past dreamy Doe Hall going, 

By Eagle Hummock flowing, 

The sea, your mother, knowing, 

Like a lost child! 
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Myrtles where nest the doves, 
Live-oaks and sandy coves, 
Shellbanks the curlew loves, 
You' do not change! 

Nor does the olden song 
Sounding the pines among, 
Whose rolling anthems strong 
Starward still range! 


Yonder the home is seen 
Through oaks’ alluring screen, 
Welcome-wide it has been , 
Ever to me; ; 
Home, at whose open gates | 
Gentle affection waits, | 
Stronger than all the fates, 
Deep as the sea! | 


Ravenswood, Ravenswood, 

Near you in dreams I stood, 
Nor in my waking could 

Wish to depart. 

Land, land with beauty bright, 

Land of sweet love’s delight, 

Fade never from my sight, 

Home of my heart! 


Land, land, where Beauty’s spell 
Evermore seems to dwell, 

Lo, I have loved you well,— 
Sometimes through tears;— 

But all my love of you 

Is naught but being true 

To those whose love I knew 

Lived through the years. 


[247] 


Where beats a heart for me, 

There, there for aye I’d be, 

Whether by land or sea, / 
Or shore or foam. 

Life holds but little rest; 

These gifts in it are best:— 

True hearts and tenderest, 

Home-love and home! 
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A MEMORY OF HOME : | 


The vast and wandering Night is come, 
From pines to sea the shadows creep; 

A white sail slips in silence home, 

And the soft landscape sinks in sleep. 


Pure in the west a holy star, 

In dewy-silver solitude, 

In tender-tinted regions far 

Stands white above the solemn wood. 


And now a bell across the fields 
Peals mellow music, rolling far; 
My spirit to the music yields, 

And shines with yonder setting star. 
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And still, though I have gone away, 
I see the splendor of the star, 

And hear the bell at close of day 
Its mellow music rolling far. 
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THE RETURN OF THE OAK 


But for the glimmering pillars, he has veiled / 
The house from view. Tall, twilight-dim he stands, 
The guardian of lustrous summer lands, 

In glory of his emerald armor mailed. 


As when a boy his stalwart bulk I see, 

The proud and ancient patriarch! His form 

Has gathered grace from sun and power from storm; 
Lone in the dusk he looms tremendously. 


At sight of him, my heart is filled with joys; 
The monarch-oak is standing, massive, grand— 
Ah, no mere oak he is! I understand 

The meaning of this steadfast giant’s poise; 


This vast glad strength, this purpose calm and deep, 
This brow heroic that with stars confers, 

This rooted hardihood, this light that stirs 

The foliage in its bright aerial sleep. 


Lo, he had waited my return so long! 

A thousand dawns of disappointment came; 
Vainly he saw a thousand sunsets flame; 

But ever he was watchful and was strong. 


While I in far forgetful paths did roam, 

This oak stood sure, devotion’s faith to prove; 
Pledge of the proud eternity of Love, 
Powerful warder at the gates of Home. 
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A SONG OF HOME 


I dream not of the far lands 
Where wondrous waters flow; 
I long not for the star-lands 
Brighter than these I know; 
Nor look for lovelier garlands 
Than in my garden grow. 


More than all scenes can render 

Home yields to my glad sight; 

Where the old true hearts and tender 
Beat radiant round with light; 

Where joys serene surrender 

To me in safe delight. 


Here have I many a token 
That Love o’er life is king; 
By his sweet language spoken 
To calm hearts listening; 

By his great bonds unbroken, 
Whate’er the years may bring. 
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THE SONG OF THE SANTEE 


From out the secret mountain deeps my yearning soul ’ 
was drawn; 

I flow through violet valleys, and by languorous leagues 
of lawn, 

In the beauty of the mountains in the dusk and in the 
dawn. 


There I saw the far blue mountains in the visionary west, 

Saw the mist upon the mountains in the opal evening 
west, 

Saw the clouds that labor for me o’er the mountains’ 
misty crest. 


Then I journey through the midland where the cotton’s 
in the boll, : 
Where the stalwart rustling corn-ranks, like an army 

past control, 
March down upon my margin where my waters softly roll. 


(Once I saw my queenly City, when the foe had stormed 
the gate; 

Saw my proud, defenceless City, in the brutal hands of 
fate, 

And the land cried out for mercy on Columbia, desolate. ) 


But the ocean ever calls me in a solemn undertone, 

Past the mountains, past the meadows where the waving 
willows shone, 

Past many a pine and cypress standing sentinel alone. 


And so I reach the Delta in the quiet closing day; 
Through the reaches of the ricefields, stretching mistily 
away, 


I go as a grey spirit through a throng of spirits grey: 
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By the sweet plantations old, where the silence seems 
to fold 

Forms of Beauty in caresses with a love that is not told, 

By the faces that are sleeping, by the hearts so dim and 
cold. 


O the places that I passed, and the pictures that I glassed, 

And the loveliness I mirrored ere I came to rest at last, 

From Waterhon to Wicklow, and from Wicklow to the 
coast. 


There was Hampton on the shore, white and stately as 


of yore, 

Seen glimmering through a vista as of years long gone 
before; 

Then the desolate Montgomery of those who come no 
more. 


Then Fairfield on the high bluff where my waters gather 
wide, 

With Navarino Island just across the yellow tide, 

With the Wedge and Harrietta gazing from the southern 
side. 


Then the ruined Eldorado, the monument to those 
For whom no longer flame the stars, nor any lily blows, 
Nor any flower of summer lands, nor any Southern rose: 


Though the voices of its loved ones the haunted past en- 
shrines 

With the broken years of childhood and the light that 
dimly shines, 

Yet I hear their voices echo in the music of the pines. 
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By night I reach the coast-line, with its myriad creeks 
and bays; 

Where the dark palmettoes gather, and the blasted cedars 
gaze, 

Lone watchers ever by the deep’s tremendous thunder- 
ways. 


And so unto the ending of my journey do I come, 

The sea-wind blowing softly o’er the heaving midnight 
foam; 

Within those luminous waters far, my spirit finds its 
home. 


[254] 


THE RETURN 


I am on my way at last! 

Now the purple pines flit past, 
Glimmer now the white road’s winding, 
And the sweet-bay’s fragrant foam; 
Beckon now the past and far, 

And I journey where they are 
Through the ivory April moonlight 

On the road that leads me home. 


Long the years were, dim and strange; | 
They have brought us death and change; | 
Sighing have we seen the red rose 
Falling, and the morning fade. | 
And loved faces, sweet and brave, 

Gently gliding toward the grave, 

Leaving all our world in darkness, 

Leaving Love’s own heart afraid. 


Here the shadowy tupelo tall 

Guards the swamp’s menacing wall, 

Here the owl whoops, and the nighthawk 
Shrieks like one in agony; 

But the night is fair and still, 

And the ghastly Scrub Oak Hill 

I have passed without a shudder, 

Or the hearing of a sigh. 
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I have hunted in this wood; 
There’s the black pine where I stood, 
And the four-snag buck fell yonder 
Where the green gallberries grow ;— 
Here we gathered evergreens 

_ For the dear lost Christmas scenes, 
Hollies red, and pale cold berries 
Of the mystic mistletoe. 
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From the border of the dark 
Comes a fox’s mordant bark; 

Now the pines begin their anthem 
With a music manifold. 

Now the stars wheel up and by, 
And the night’s infinity 

Vaster grows like some tremendous 
Thought the heart can never hold. 


Just beyond the pines’ blue crest, 
Heaves the ocean’s old unrest, 

Lure the gray coast’s gaunt austerities, 
Mysterious evermore; 

There the ancient cedars gaze 

O’er the sea-tide’s battle-ways, 

When the thunder of his striding 

Is reverberant on the shore. 


So, ’m on my way at last! 
Faithful to the living past,— 
Loyal to the love unfailing, 
Sacrificial, deep, and pure. 

Has dividing land or sea 

Wearied one who waits for me? 
Lo, this night will take me to her, 
By the memories that endure! 
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THE MOUTH OF THE SANTEE 


The river flows through landscapes lost, 
By storied ruins of the past; 

The river finds the ancient coast, 

The rolling surge, the ocean vast; 

There where the craggy cedars mark 
Through vistas, opening on the foam, 
The floodtide flowing full and dark, 

The pacing of the ebbtide home. 
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TYBEE LIGHT 


Three tall ships stand out to sea, / 
Tybee Light! Tybee Light! 

The foam is on their rolling lee; 

Their wake is white; 

They hold a course away from me 

And Tybee Light. 


(Dreams are as the ships that sail, 
Tybee Light! Tybee Light! 

Far beyond the skyline pale 

They sink in night; 

Love is all that cannot fail,— 

And Tybee Light!) 


Three tall ships make sail and go, 

Tybee Light! Tybee Light! 

They know the voyage, the port they know, 
The port’s delight. 

Great tides ere their return shall flow 

By Tybee Light. 


(Rare desires I have known, 

Tybee Light! Tybee Light! 

Like the three tall ships have flown 
_ Beyond all sight.— 

One dream leaves me not alone, 
And Tybee Light!) 


If the three tall ships that roam, 
Tybee Light! Tybee Light! 

Find a path across the foam 

And through the night,— 

One light only leads them home:— 
Tybee Light. 
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(Ruins are what glories were, 
Tybee Light! Tybee Light! 

But this aye grows lovelier 

Through long years’ flight: 

Love’s star that leads the wanderer, 


Like Tybee Light!) 
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BULL’S ISLAND’S BEACHES 


Stripped to the screaming hurricane, 

Bared to the black, inrolling sea, 

Naked to moon and sun and stars 

In lone and daring liberty, 

The front-beach, harried by the gales, 

Is hard and shining, clean and bright 

Far up to where the pines emerge 

From the dense beach-wood’s glimmering night. 


To leeward, on the languid shore, 
Behind the island’s dusky screen, 
Ignobly peaceful stretch away 
Quiescent marshes, still and green; 
There many a waveless current warm 
The sallow, balmy shore-line brims; 
And there is silence; though the sea 
To windward, wildly, grandly hymns. 


The dauntless beach that fronts the surf 

A tawny hardihood achieves; 

And gallantly, and gloriously 

The tempest’s epic wrath receives: 

The listless shore behind the isle 

Is supine, soft with placid dreams, 

Hushed, dimmed; and stilled with lassitudes 
From fair but stagnant-hearted streams. 


To brave all suns and winds, to take 
Heroic strength from each of these; 
To suffer anguish, yet to scorn 

The languor and the trancéd ease 
(Such as the back-beach drowses in) ; 
Against the tyrant storms to stand, 
Calm, valiant, failing, triumphing,— 
Alone can make Life’s meaning grand. 
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THE TWO HOMES 


The glory of the star that shines 

Above the misty morning pines,— 

The sunset-colors, glowing, still, 

On wide salt creek and cedared hill;— 


The willet whistling from the edge 

Of beaches brown, where dry sea-sedge 
Lies tumbled, and the curlew’s call 
Along the marsh at evenfall;— 


These haunted me from boyhood days. 
I said, “I will return once more, 
Renewing happy days of youth 

In fragrant woods, on friendly shore.” 


And I returned. It was the same,— 
Yet not the same: where’er I ranged, 
I saw the old beloved scenes, 

But somehow sadly I had changed. 


For to these places of delight 

No longer could I bring a heart 

Of boyish rapture brimmed with mirth,— 
Of every joyous scene a part,— 


But touched with grave humanity, 
And mindful of the trembling lease 
Of life and love; and seeing clear 
The one dark path that leads to peace;— 


Remembering comrades of old days, 

Now fallen asleep; who now no more, 

(Although they loved them even as I) 

May pace these woods, may walk this shore. 


Ah, then, I said: “There is a Place 
That changes not; and thither come 
Our well beloved. And there, O there 
Shall be no parting in that Home.” 
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A SANTEE SUNRISE 


Sweet to the Santee fields / 
The lovely morning is come; 

And in the Santee woods 

The light, on awakening trees, 
Hallows the fragrant scene. 

Those, the pines, that arise 

Purple and misty and grand, 

That all through the darkness have sung, 
To soundings of cymbals and horns, 
By triumphs of trumpets and tongues, 
The hymns of the human heart,— 
They are illumined with light, 

And sing to the rising sun. 

Far on the river, the tide 

Sleeps, and the winds are at rest. 
Soft from the shadowy south, 

Still dim in the twilight of dawn, 

The roll of the surf-line is heard. 

Here where the jasmine flowers, 
Tossing her fountains of bloom; 

Here where the mockingbird sings, 
And the bullgrape blossoms; and here 
Where love is born and abides; 
Where those who loved me have lived, 
And those who love me shall die;— 
There would I be till the Night 
Engulfs me. And if I am borne, 
Delivered from dark by a dawn, 
Home to as lovely a land, 

Home to the hearts that I love, 

Verily, death shall be well. 
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A SANTEE MOONRISE 


Gloom, and the glamour of night, 
The purple, imperial night, 

The black and powerful night! 
Hushed are the fields and the woods, 
And the river’s song is of rest. 
God, what a moment divine, 
Expectant of heavenly things! 
And now with a silence that swoons 
In the arms of ineffable love, 

The empress-queen of the air, 

The goddess divine of the dark, 
Arrives to a worshipping world. 
Behold what in beauty is wrought 
By the touch of the lovely light, 

By the mystical wand of the moon. 
The bush and the briar and clod, 
By daylight obscure and unknown, 
Unlovely and heartless,—lo, now, 
In virginal marble are wrought, 
Are statued in lily-white stone! 
The earth is transfigured; the moon 
Has builded the world in a dream 
Of silver and silence and soul. 


Bosomed in yonder grove 

Of live-oaks majestic and old, 

Still stands the house that I love. 
And the moonlight is streaming down 
In splendors that soften the lines 

Of time and of sorrow and care. 

Old House, old House that I love, 
Old Human Heart, thou hast heard 
In the far dead night of the Past, 
Where the moonlight of memory gleams, 
The voices now stilled to the world, 
The songs that are hushed and forgot. 
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SOUTH OF RICHMOND 


South of Richmond roars the train: / 
Subtly o’er my weary brain 

Dread delicious languor steals; 

Peace my tired spirit heals. 

From the struggle of the mart 

Hurrying to the homeland’s heart, 

Through the deepening night I glide 

Into dreamlands sweet and wide. 


South of Richmond, fields of sedge 
Brimming to a pinewood’s edge; 

Tides of cotton rolling foam 

Toward the planter’s lonely home; 

Clash and clangor fading, ceasing,— 
Joyous depths of calm increasing; 
Dreaming streams and drowsy shores,— 
All life resting on its oars. 


South of Richmond! Ah, it seems 
Hearts have kept the olden dreams 
South of Richmond: here life means 
More than time to work machines; 
For by gentle quiet ways, 

By unthrifty sweet delays, 

Life has time her feast to spread; 
Love has grace her light to shed. 


South of Richmond, and I come 

To the country I call home; 

To the glamour and the gloom 

Of the swamps in glimmering bloom; 
Jasmine bowers, sweet-bay brakes 
Where a silver bay-leaf shakes, 
Telling of a buck that listens 

Where the dewy bay-branch glistens. 
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South of Richmond there’s a warm 
Shelter from life’s bullying storm; 
Winsome welcome in the staying 

Of all hastings,—in the straying 
Into shrines where still the sense 

Of an antique reverence :; 
For the soul’s slow nurturing proves 
Here the way of life is love’s. 


South of Richmond! Down we thunder 
Through the land of dreams and wonder; 
Where the warmer hearts are willing 
Laughing hours to be spilling; 

Where, though little gold is hoarded, 

Time to live can be afforded: 

Of life’s weary lane the turning, 
Homeland, homeland of my yearning! 
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RAIN ON THE MARSH 


Rain on the Romain Marsh, 

And the sullen tide is low; 

The barren flats are chill and bare; 
The fitful rain-winds blow. 

The tall blades of the marsh. 
Tremble and bend and sigh; 

The weary fishing-boats come in 
Under the weary sky. 


Silence and rain and mist 

From the lone sea-marsh’s rim 

To the dripping plumes of the mournful pines 
That fringe the forest dim. 

My heart seems shut and still; 

But my eyes with fear are free, 

Peering across the reaches blind 

That stretch forth to the sea. 


The rain is over! A wind 

Sweet from the pineland blows. 

The sun has set, and the far deep west 
Blooms like a gradual rose. 

The mists from the marshes rise; 

The marsh-blades lift and stir; 

The floodtide sets in from the sea; 
The west grows lovelier. 


O ever and ever the light 

After the mist and the rain! 

And beauty and joy and hope once more 
After the fear and the pain! 

Always a mightier Mind 

Under great Nature’s veil; 

Always a Heart to love my heart,— 
A Mercy that shall not fail. 
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MY CITY 


I know a lady veiled beside the sea; 
A spirit beautiful with mystery; 
From sin and death she sets her lovers free. 


But those who pass across the darkness far, 
Seeking for darkness, nor for any star, 
And find themselves, beholding what they are— 


Barbaric wanderers,—never unto these 
Will she reveal her beauty and her peace, 
Sweet by the dreaming of her purple seas. 


He who would pass behind her veil must die; 
He must renounce his earth to reach her sky; 
And he must lose himself in chivalry. 


She is not desolate: love has sufficed. 
No scarlet flowers have her heart enticed; 
And still she gazes on the face of Christ. 


The veil that guards her features trembles, stirs; 
She smiles upon her transient worshipers,— 
Knowing her Own, and love that still is hers. 
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THE OLD SOUTH 


Far silent country where the white stars shine 
On slumbrous river and on dreaming pine,— 
Art thou the land my heart has loved and known, 
Even my own 
Sweet silent country? 


Sweet land, sweet land, I see the grey years creep 
Shadow on shadow; and for deeper sleep 
Thy dark eyes close. And I am left alone, 

My lost, my own 

Far silent country. 


With faint, cold lilies has thy hair been crowned; 
Thy pale brow with the purple nightshade bound; 
Soft over thee the winds of sleep have blown, 

Over my own 

Sweet silent country. 
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OTHER POEMS 


THE LAST TRIUMPH 


Ontario, Ontario, I fear me for thy child; 

For Man his mighty hand has laid upon her tresses wild. 

She wrestled him with foaming thews to stay his raping 
shock; re 

But like Andromeda she’s chained fast to a somber 
rock...) «i: 

He made her wed obscurely a chimera in a cave: 

A dynamo, an octopus her beauty bright he gave. 

She who was fit to mate the skies, the thunder, and the 
sun,— 

To immemorial freedom born, to bondage has been won! 

Niagara, Niagara, proud princess of the air, 

Is now the pliant mistress of a monster in a lair. 


And thou, deep vault of heaven far, the sapphire throne 
of God, 

The mind of Man toward thee has turned a comprehend- 
ing nod: 

He mounts the storm; he climbs the clouds; the dizzy 
void he gains, 

To jest among the rainbows and to romp through 
radiant rains. 

He steals a kiss from sleeping Dawn. Beyond the sun- 
set bars 

He holds a tryst with Hesper in the country of the 
stars ;— 

Serene along the thunder rides; he startles systems old; 

He’ll rob the moon of silver, and the sunrise of its gold; 

Among the Pleiades he plays, and on the sky’s blue 
sward,— 

Makes Hell’s last gulf his highway, and the stars his 
boulevard. 


Columbus in his caravels the great seas’ measure took; 
But what to him was ocean broad is but the brawling 
brook 
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Between the Jersey meadows and Tintagil’s ruin 
Tare.) N's 

O masterly, O arrogant, imperious to declare 

Your steep ascendency, O Man! Inexorably brave, 

Launching your metal mountains on the wild and wander- 
ing wave; 

Upon that heaving bosom whence Astarte once arose, 

Your behemoths you negligently, valiantly impose; 

While to that green dim netherland beneath the lonely 
foam 

Intrepidly, audaciously, commandingly you come! 


O ancient Nile! O magic Nile! O mystic river old! 

The mind of Man is bidding thee gray secrets to unfold: 

The sepulchres of Nilish kings that mountain stood upon 

Are rushed to garish light at last beneath an alien sun; 

For all that Man has buried deep, and all that God con- 
cealed, 

Shall by a man be hunted down, and to the world revealed. 

With canopy and blazonry and glittering sad array 

Forth from their tombs the Pharoahs march into satiric 
day: 

Obscured by silent centuries, asleep, they now awake; 

And the Sphinx begins to tremble, and the Pyramids 
to quake. 


Whose voice is on the vibrant air,—celestial casual talk,— 

Now Auckland chats with Albany, Calcutta with New 
York? 

Who through the dead Sahara leads the living sea afar, 

Till down the desert commerce rides to dim Arabia? 

Who brings in tropic Panama the Jungle to his knees,— 

Divorcing mighty continents, and wedding mighty seas? 

Invader of the inviolate, reducer of the strong, 

Diviner of dread mysteries, singing his triumph song, 

The Tyrant comes! Cliffs crumble, and the outflanked 
forest reels; 

The tempest takes the tether, and to tacit labor yields. 
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In long array, in solemn ranks, in splendor trooping 
dumb, 

Behold gigantic gallant powers, the quelled and conquered 
come; 

Behold subjected oceans vast and vanquished lordly tides, 

Tamed lightnings led submissive home like captive haughty 


brides; 

Resplendent rivers shackled fast in bonds none shall re- 
lease; 

Tall cataracts that signed a truce, proud hills that sued 
for peace. 


The bridles round their heads are bound; they quiver 
*neath the reins; 

All nature in barbaric pomp, close-leashed and brought in 
chains... 

The mountains march to music, and the sea in harness 
bright; 

And even Death’s beleaguered in his hold in ancient Night. 


But O brave binder of the winds, brusque beckoner to 
the sun,— 

In every close encounter drear, remorseless champion! 

Thou hast unhorsed the hurricane and solved the 
chasmed skies, 

Surmounting and prevailing and victorious and wise; 

Discoverer of God’s designs, relentless, unappalled, 

Tremendous Tamer of the world—one giant goes un- 
thralled: 

Dear Gladiator, grimly proved, by gorgeous conquests 
crowned, 

Forger of fetters for the earth,—behold, thyself art 
bound! 

Thy flaming, restless-ranging heart,—does it obey thy 
will? 

O conqueror of conquerors,—thy spirit canst thou still? 
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THE HAUNTED HOUSE 


One after one I hear them softly closing, 
Inviolately, with the hush of doom, 

The doors behind me in the House of Life. 

And I shall never see those rooms again. 

There was the one of wildrose dreams of youth, 
Where love’s untroubled wonder made divine 
And mystic with new meaning all the world. 
Fair from its perfumed casement Beauty leaned, 
Summoning Strength to enter and be glad. 

Who enters finds that even lyric love 

May be to death addressed. ... That door is closed. 
And in another room dwelt Pride of Fame, 

In haughtiness of vivid beauty burning,— 

A ruddier constellation than the rose. 

Her eyes were gorgeous ambushes of pain. 

And from her room a stairway seemed to lead 
Starward, even to the loftiest throne of thought; 
And up and down went ministers of mind, 
Having the speed and language of the light. 

But soon I found the stairway’s sudden end,— 
Learning how swiftly earthly glory fades 

On the eternal threshold of the stars. 

And many rooms there were, and many doors. 
All, all are closing with the dreadful might 

Of gentleness. ... Hope’s door is open still, 
Shedding its wistful beam far in the dark, 
Now that the haunted house is solitary, 

Mantled in silence and in mist asleep. 

Hope’s door is last; and it need never close; 

For evermore to the heart Hope’s voice is saying: 
“Fear not; arrayed for change immortal, you 
Shall radiantly quest that luminous bourne 

Of all lost lyric love and every longing. 

It is not far; you shall not fail to find it,— 

That ancient and tremendous Portal fair, 

On Everlasting Beauty opening.” 


4 
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THE NIGHT RIDER 


He rode by night and saw the stars 
Above the pine trees trembling; 

A soldier coming from the wars, 
How sweet to hear the pine trees sing 
Of rest and home beyond the fight, 
Of quiet dawns beyond the night. 


He rode by night a tired steed; 

His face was yearning like a star; 
His heart was yearning with the need 
Of love he left to roam afar:— 

He saw a deer start up where, stark, 
A blasted pine shone in the dark. 


He rode by night. Against his face: 

The warm wind fragrant memories bore; 

He felt the friendship of the place, 

Yet all that had been was no more: 

“God, God,” he said, “Thy ways are strange, 
With silence, darkness, and with change.” 


* * * * * * * 


He rides by night when nights are strange 
With Fear’s mysterious whispering; 

He hears soft cries of dreadful change 
Through lonely night-lands echoing: 

The dark pines feel his deep distress, 

And sigh with mighty tenderness. 


He sees the flag-flowers waving wan, 
(Blue wave the flowers of the flag!) 
When darkness glimmers like a dawn, 
He sees a fleet and shadowy stag, 
Ghostly in the pale wavering light, 
Start silently into the night. 
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He rides by night a spirit-steed, 

Through the dim pine-belt of the coast; 
His face yearns from the night in need 
Of a great love that he had lost: 

He rides by night when nights are strange 
With whispers of the weary change. 
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MEMORIES 


She wandered in the garden-close 

At dewy morning. Glowing there 

She found a red resplendent rose, 

And took the blossom for her hair. 

She wore it through a happy day,— 

*Twas when her heart was young and gay. 


She in the silent evening stood 
Entrancéd by a lustrous star 

That burned above the dark pinewood 
Effulgent in the dusk afar. 

She watched it kindle in the crest 

Of pines majestic in the west. 


The rose in dust is blown afar; 

The pine-trees long ago were felled. 
She lives in distant lands; the star 
She sees no more that she beheld. 
But in her heart the home-stars glow, 
And there the sweet home-roses blow. 


For she has found that what the heart 
Accepts and loves, forevermore 
Remains in beauty. Years depart 

As waves retreating from the shore; 
But beautiful and bright still gleams 
The memory of olden dreams. 
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DEATH’S RIVAL—LIFE 


' “So the jade all your hopes has been jilting? 
Inconstant! But I will be true: 

My dark rose of love, never wilting, 

Is dewy forever for you. 


“Her blue wild bright orbs flash the number 
Of changes of heart that she knows; 
My eyes are of night and of slumber; 
My love, of immortal repose. 


“For your vigor this Amazon clamors; 
Her calls on your strength never cease: 
Do you weary of passionate glamours? 
The passion I give you is peace. 


“Your grief on my bosom to smother, 
My breasts make a vale full of sleep; 
Like me you shall not find another 
Whose heart is so mystic and deep. 


“For others she’s busy adorning | 
Her beauty. ... But faithful I'll prove. 
To live is to suffer her scorning; 

To die is to clasp me in love.” 
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THE TRAIN 


The silent summer country woke 

To roarings soft. The glimmering rails 
Hummed, and afar a burst of smoke 
Blackened the gorge between the hills. 


The queenly train lay on her side 
And took the curve at cyclone speed. 


God, that a Hand that force should guide, 


And that Man’s mind conceived the deed! 


With hot tumultuous clangors wild 

The impetuous giant thunders past. 
Bright thoughtful human faces mild 
Fleet onward with the monster vast. 


A far thrill trembles on the cliffs; 
The silences resume their reign; 

A distant smoke-tuft slowly drifts 
Beneath the evening star serene. 


O lyric Star! How tawdry seem 

The rocking engine, rushing cars, 
Children of Man’s frail frantic dream, 
When one considers God,—and stars. 


As on the heavens I meditate 

And sense their far majestic law, 
Fades every deed that men call great, 
Sinks every feeling but my awe. 


Yet God is maker of all things: 
Though systems vast be in His plan, 
Flowers are His imaginings, 

And He has made the mind of Man. 


So when a splendid deed there be, 

I honor Man’s great mind the more; 
For I, when Man’s great mind I see, 
More deeply can my God adore. 
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A HEART OF HOPE 


Grim falls the night. The winds are black. 
The sky seems but a monstrous mask 

To veil stark Ruin’s coming wrack. 

A heart of hope is all I ask. 


Though life’s proud throne and realm reel, 
And I am naked to the storm, 

This strength my sinking frame can steel, 
This power sustain my fainting form. 


For in the gale my courage sings; 
From every fear, hope sets me free: 
Deep in my heart a river springs 
Whose tides turn toward Eternity. 


Today, I’m shackled in the dust. 
But, O, Tomorrow sets me free: 
And from the chalice of my trust 
I pledge the day that is to be. 
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THE EXCHANGE 


*Tis well to roam on rivers bright, 
By winsome shores to stray; 

In happy fields to find delight, 
To walk the woodland way; 

And when is felt the needed rest, 
To sleep upon earth’s breast. 


’Tis well; for in that other home 

Of night and loneliness 

Blithe rivers over us shall roam, 

Fair shores our hearts shall press; 
Forests and fields from us shall gleam, 
Earth on our bosoms dream. 
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THE CROSS 


Dark shadow of a shameful death, 
Symbol of terror and disgrace 

Among the ancients of the earth! 

How oft on thee was bleakly reared 

The passion of a hopeless face, 

Fell Cross of anguish, grim and feared. 


But love hath made thee pure and fair; 
Strong men from thee receive their might; 
To thee our children come in prayer; 

In thee we seek and find our best; 

Within thy shadow is our light; 

Upon thy bosom is our rest. 
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THE VOICE AT EVENING 


Over the marshland now a curlew’s crying; | 
Along the beach the dusky doves are flying; | 

Seaward the ebbtide dredges with its foam; | 
Evening is calling all her wanderers home. 


From the far sea the fishermen return; 

Gladly the laborer sees his home-light burn; 

From strident marts of trade, half-mad with might, 
Myriads escape before the fall of night. 


“Come home!” a Voice is calling to them all; 

A tender voice that thrills the evenfall ... 

To many a lonely heart, where’er it roam, 

The Voice of Love is calling, “Home, come home!” 


O Life, what richer gift is in thy power 

Than wide to set home-doors at twilight’s hour? 
God pity them for whom no home-voice calls, 
Whose hearts are homeless as the evening falls. 


But if to Him they turn, His peace shall save; 
Calm shall they be, because of hearts made brave. 
They in His love eternal light shall see, 

Whose home the loving heart of God shall be. 
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SUNDOWN 


For feet, a hill that’s steepening; 
For eyes, a dusk that’s deepening; 
For hands, a toil that’s ending; 
For strength, a sleep for mending; 
For fear, a quiet stilling; 

For faith, a deep fulfilling; 

For ears, a music failing; 

For pain, a peace prevailing: 

For hearts, a joyous homing; 

For love, a glory coming. 
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THE KEEPER OF THE QUIET HEART 


I listened how the wintry wind 

Raved through the bare trees’ barren boughs; 
_ Wildly he stormed about the house,— 

Tempestuous, fruitless, cold, unkind. 


With blustering fury hurrying hence 
The bitter blast went shouting by; 
Silence alone was earth’s reply 

To all his savage violence. 


But came a night of peaceful rain, 

Of gentle southwind warm and sweet: 

It soothed the chill and patient wheat; 
It waked the world to life again; 


To life and song and leafy limb, 

To beauty and to old delight: 

The wrathful wind raved in his might, 
But love made no response to him. 


For not the storm upon the wold, 
With brutal wind and whirling snow, 
Can bring one little flower to blow, 
Can make one tiny bud unfold. 


When in thy soul the storm would lower, 
Remember spring’s persuasive rain: 

The way of violence is vain; 

The way of gentleness is power: 


The way of gentleness! The part 

Of sunny mind, of voice serene, 

Of silent strength that aye has been 
The keeper of the quiet heart. 
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THE PLEDGE 


The eyes, when faithful lovers part, 
Utter the language of the heart. 


She does not tell him to be true 
Save with deep eyes of tenderest blue. 


That radiant, silent, sweet appeal 
All hope, all trust, all love reveal. 


He does not tell her to be brave 
But with his gray eyes valiant, grave. 


No promise made by him or her; 
For in that look their hearts confer. 


And he shall know, ’neath alien skies, 
The still embrace of those calm eyes; 


And she, through lonely days and long, 
Shall feel him like a shelter strong. 


The heralds of the heart have spoken 
A pledge that never shall be broken. 
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THE KNIGHTHOOD OF HEART 


Who dreams of King Arthur 
And taketh his part, 

On him is conferréd 

A knighthood of heart. 


In the hand of the Valiant, 
To the eye of the Brave, 
His lances are gleaming, 
His banners still wave. 


In the tone of the Steadfast Hf 
His voice can be heard; | 
In Silent Endurance / 
Complaining no word. 


In following Arthur . 
Unfearful through gloom, 

How bright to his faithful 
His sword and his plume! 


And now in new glory 
That armor is worn; 
In wars of the spirit 
That weapon is borne. 


In a life beyond life 

The King acts his part, 
Conferring on heroes | 
A knighthood of heart. 


[287] 


= 


ALL THINGS / 


My foemen throng before with purpose grim; 
But trusting in the Lord of Life I go: 
All things for me are possible with Him. 


I see no path; but His clear light I see. 
I have no strength. He makes His strength my own. 
It is my faith in Him that foemen flee. 


Through sorrow’s wilds, deep-veiled with shadows dim, 
I go sustained; my heart, rejoicing, sings,— 
“All things for me are possible with Him.” 


So following faith unto life’s last far rim, 
My Lost and Loved to me shall be restored: 
E’en this for me is possible with Him. 
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MOTHER AND SON 


She wonders what her boy will be, 

And of his future wonders he. 

The world allures him, wide and bright; 
She seems to see him in its light, 
Advancing with the brave and free. 


Toiling with heart and hands and will, 

The forces of the field and hill 

He means to master; or will pit 

His mind against the world’s shrewd wit, 
In subtler games to prove his skill. 


Hope like a sun before him shines. 

His days are filled with high designs 

Of mighty tasks he is to do; 

And though she sees this future, too, 
Breathless she waits the Sign of Signs. 


The lights that in his heart arise 
Alone are glory to her eyes; 

Not from his triumphs but from him 
She longs to hear a nobler hymn 
Of Life ascending to the skies. 


Life’s deepest values she divines, 
And watches for the Sign of Signs: 
Honor to keep him brave and true; 
For, lacking this, whate’er he do, 
Defeated are her Love’s designs. 
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IMMORTALITY 


A crystal when suspended bright 
Arrests the viewless heavenly light, 
And into human colors fair 
Translates the angel of the air. 


But now the crystal falls; the: glass 
Lies shattered. Vanished, too, alas, 

The rainbow colors and the gleam... 
Then have they merely been a dream? 


Ah, no! The light, though now unseen, 
Is radiant-strong as it has been;— 
Horizons mortal now are gone; 

To life divine it passes on. 


The crystal’s fate is not the heart’s; 
For as the shattered life departs, 
The heavenly spirit hath its will, 
The light eternal shineth still. 
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STRENGTH 


Not in a night, not in a day arrives 

The spirit of triumphant fortitude, 

The hardihood that overcomes the world. 

When you go forth to meet your enemy, 

Be compassed by your allies of the past, 

The army mobilized each day you live, 

The friends that throng to aid you in your need: 
The years in which you lived undauntedly, 

The days, the nights, the patient moment’s power, 
The little brave decisions that make strength. 

So when the imperious challenge summons you, 

To some great conflict with a dreadful foe, 

Let all your life make answer, “I am ready.” 

—If otherwise, vain will be sudden valor, 

Born out of fearful swift necessity, 

And frustrate final desperate courage... But 
If at the stormy bugle-blast you rise 

Strong-girded with the gathered strength that comes 
From life’s uncounted loyalties of heart, 

And fealties of long ago,—fear not ‘ 

For to all tempests you are adamant, 

And master of the mightiest enemy. 
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TO ONE COMING OF AGE 


A thousand minds for you have thought, 
A thousand hearts more kindly grew; 
For you a thousand hands have wrought 
To make you wise and brave and true. 
Within your eyes there shines the light 
Of stars that long ago have set; 

As, deep within their happy night, 

Are splendid stars unrisen yet. 


For you the cloudy battle roared 
Along the plain of Marathon; 

For you the Roman eagles soared 
Against the thunder and the sun. 

The fealties of every race, 

The noble deeds of every age 

Are yours to teach you knightly grace, 
Are your heroic heritage. 


O loyal friend, with eyes so true, 

By gentle manhood treasure fast 
The trust of those who died for you 
Far in the dim and shadowy Past. 

In their proud giving, they were glad 
To face the desert, dare the foam; 
They gave to you the best they had 
To make your world a sweeter home. 


O friend, the latest and the best 

Of Nature’s plan and Man’s desire, 

You too must labor and not rest, 

Must pass perchance through flood and fire. 
Where Honor leads, there boldly charge 

Into the vortex of the fight, 

And your bright memory shall emerge 

To shine in some far future night. 
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LIGHTS IN JEWELS 


'Tis not the jewel that arrests the gaze, 
But in the jewel Light’s eternal rays. 


Gazing on jewels, varying lights I saw 
To charm, to thrill, to startle, and to awe: 


Autumnal suns in rubies risen red, 
And setting moons through opals sadly shed; 


Far premonitions of a faerie spring 
In dewy beryls greenly glistening; 


Lost purple pageants of the long ago 
Throbbed in the amethyst’s depths of beauty and woe; 


And glittered in their crystal heavens bright 
Stars of the diamond’s snow-enamelled night; 


Down many a glimmering and rose-misted whorl 
Dawned the pure ivory twilight of the pearl; 


Deep in the topaz did mine eyes behold 
Romantic sunsets gorgeous in their gold. 


Cold Crystals, what rare radiance in you burns! 
Light into splendor all your darkness turns. 


And hearts no less with ardency divine 
Shall glow, if God’s great light shall thro’ them shine. 
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THE MASTER’S PLEA 


I have no hands save your own hands 
To lift the burdens, loose the bands 
Of Pain; to bear My banner on... 
Only by you My work is done. 


I have no feet save your own feet 
To carry far My message sweet; 
If they should fail, to every coast 
My steps are halt, My way is lost. 


I have no voice save your own voice; 
Through it alone shall hearts rejoice 
To know My tidings. If your tongue 
Be silent, all My Truth’s unsung. 


I have no heart save your own heart 
To beat for Me; to act love’s part. ... 
O Child, though I am throned above, 

I have no power save your love. 


Your feet alone My race can run; 

By your own hands My deeds are done. 
Your voice must speak, or Mine is still; 
My heart’s great task yours must fulfil. 
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THE GREAT KINSHIP 


My God is to me 

As the sun to the tree,— 

To the leaf as the root; 

As the player to the lute 
(Else the music were mute) ; 
As the rain to the flower; 
To weakness as power; 

As the air to the bird; 

As the sower to the seed; 
When the storm would o’erwhelm, 
As the hand to the helm; 

As the source to the stream; 
As the heart to its dream; 
To the plant as the soil; 
And as rest is to toil; 

As the word to the wire; 

As the kindler to fire; 

As peace is to strife, 

And as love is to life,— 
To the ship as the sea: 

To time as eternity 

God is to me. 
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THE MIGHTIER WORD 


My heart had need of helping 

Its faith to fortify; 

For of this thought a dirge it wrought, 
“The child of dust shall die.” | 


High hills gave me this answer, 
Deep rivers this reply,— 

By forests old my heart was told, 
“A child of dust must die.” 


But a song sustains the mountains, 

A hymn upholds the sky,— 

A mightier word my heart has heard,— 
“Only the dust shall die.’ 


O precious was the promise 

That comforted my cry! 

The message sweet I shall repeat,— 
“Only the dust shall die.” 


The driven dust shall perish, 

To the twelve winds shall fly; 

But hearts are more, and shall endure; 
Our dust alone shall die. 
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THE KING’S SON 


Scene: Twilight in the King’s gardens at Jerusalem. 

Time: Shortly after the death of the son of David and Bathsheba. 
(A murmur of conversation approaches, and David and Bath- 

sheba enter, conversing in subdued tones; they walk slowly up 

and down, pausing as their speech demands.) 


DAVID. 
Now am I coming home from lands remote, 
From a lost battle like a vanquished king, 
And from the bourne of sorrowful high thoughts. 


BATHSHEBA. 
And I from Beauty’s promise unfulfilled, 
From dreams faded and flowers fallen asleep, 
And from a light that was exceedingly sweet. 


DAVID. 
As a lone ship returning through the mist, 
After its sleepless plunging on the deep, 
Through days and nights, in far-away strange seas, 
I come to life again. 


BATHSHEBA. 
One comes not home! 
The springtime cannot bring me back my blossom, 
Nor any night my lost and shining star, 
Nor all the winds my snowy little sail! 


DAVID. 
O I behold in this the western way: 
Glory descends and into darkness goes 
With fellowship of withered dreams and thoughts, 
With autumn and with sunset. From this hour 
I am a lonely river of the night, 
Upon my bosom starlike memories, 
But borne through darkness to the dark away. 
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BATHSHEBA. 
Think you the hills were conscious of a flight 
Passing above them through the shadowy air? 
A touch of spirit wings beneath the stars? 
Last night I saw the cold pure lilies wave 
In the rapt peace of moonlight. 


DAVID. 


And I marked 


Visions of distant battles calling me. 
BATHSHEBA. 
The garden-trees were trembling, and sighed 


Like weary watchers. 


DAVID. 


Tumults did I hear, 


And shouts of warriors that did summon me 
To the fierce front and bade me swiftly come. 


BATHSHEBA. 
O David, leave me not! War yields no love, 
Whose power only can sustain me now. 
The sorrowing have comfort, or they die. 
Such loneliness is death, when Death has borne, 
Like a strange beauteous ship, a loved one far 
Beyond the skyline and the bounds of sight. 


DAVID. 
If I remain, shall we not speak of him? 
What will avail save sunset, when we go? 
No morning light for him shall dawn; no noon 
Shall steep the broad fair world in happy light; 
No evening lift her tremulous tapers tall; 
No gathering stars for him shall make the night 
A glimmering camp of God where bivouac 
A host with silver spears and gleaming shields. 
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Darkness and silence have laid hold on him, 
And even love must grope to find her way. 
Yet for thy sake will I a little while 

Tarry with thee and pain. 


BATHSHEBA. ' 
David, my King! 

| Was ever one so loved as he was loved, 

And could not live? What had he done, to die? 

d Why should this Terror ambush our little child? 

, Through him he smote at us. Death’s sword surprised 

us. 

5 Our hearts had been at revelry; we were dancing 

And singing riotously when we came 

Suddenly on life’s end ’mid flowers of May. 


DAVID. 


f As soldiers seeking for a comrade strayed, 

R After a vague night of carousing wild, 

i And unaware of death’s swift passing, come 
Suddenly on their friend in a gay wood, 

Cold as the drenching dews,—so did we chance 
On death’s fell work, that undoes all we do. 


BATHSHEBA. 


(A sound of music is heard) 
. Hark to the music of the minstrels’ harps 
Melodiously wailing through the halls 
Like sea-wind or a song of long ago, 
Or breezes through the cedar-scented heights 
Of lofty Lebanon ... Think you he hears? 


DAVID. 


Not even kings can tell, such lands may lie 
Twixt us and him. 
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BATHSHEBA. 
But love forgets not love. 
Perchance he knows us speaking of him still, 
Or the far voice of evening waters here, 
Or liquid language of the twilight wind, 
Calls unto him with music through the sky. 
O should there come a crying in the night, 
How can we rest, knowing our little one | 
Went out alone into that very dark? 


DAVID. 
I cannot know this depth of mother-love; 
Yet strong men keep the faith beyond the years. 
My love for him shall wait through all my days 
Unchanged, save by its sorrow nobler grown. 
This sinless love of children is a gift 
Left by some wandering messenger of light. 
Some angel, dallying by the heavenly gate, 
Let fall this dewy rose to dusty earth. 


BATHSHEBA. 
It is God’s love ... David, I had a love, 
But lost through thee and sinfully forgot... 
How dearly has Uriah been avenged! 
O but for blinding passion, we had seen 
There is a deeper love than love’s possessing, 
A path to glory that no victor knows: 
And it is found in love’s renouncement high. 
I am a woman, and I see it now; 
Soul-cleansing death my vision has restored. 
My child is dead, but I am made alive 
And pure through sorrow to remember him. 


DAVID. 
Remembering, what have we at last to hold? 
Mists that the morning whirls in scorn away, 
Leaves that can never hide the bloom’s sharp thorn, 
Thoughts vain as tears o’er vanished loveliness. 
I care not for the past. The child is dead. 
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BATHSHEBA. 
Yet is that past the solace for my grief, 
Since then he lived. Let us forget the end, 
Recalling but our love’s delight in him. 


DAVID. 
Rather would I foresee the evening hour, 
The setting sun, the shadows and the silence, 
When I shall go to him. To me he shall 
Never return. But unto him I go. 
We are forbidden access to him; yet 
There comes an hour when barriers shall fall, 
And we shall be as in a world of light. 


BATHSHEBA. 
O mystic meeting! David, shall we find 
Him wandering in those lilied fields of light, 
Or playing with the children of the sky, 
Or sleeping beautiful beside a stream, 
Like some fair blossom flowering on its banks? 
If this we knew! Then our last sun’s going down 
Would bring us joy, if unto him we went 
Through the deep final darkness unafraid. 


DAVID. 
God, God forgive us! Scarlet is my sin; 
Wash me, and cleanse my heart that I may meet 
This child, this love, this starry sentinel 
On the waste ultimate shores of bleakest death; 
When all things mortal fail, perhaps he’ll be 
A light, a hand, a voice, and love’s own strength. 


BATHSHEBA. 
I know he lives—and somewhere we shall meet. 


(They pass slowly through the darkened garden, and their voices 
die away as they enter the palace.) 
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THE HATCHMENT 


Lover of sky and of star and of tree; | 
Lover of pinewood, of seabeach and sea; 
Lover of freedom, and all that is free, 


With every bird will his spirit take flight; 
With every flower expand into light; 
With every star will illumine the night. 


Beauty’s his Love; and his longing foregoes 
Power and glory, and wealth with its woes, 
For gladness of starshine, of river and rose. 


Wildwood and waters lone his feet discover; 
Loveliness luring him, holding him ever 
Close to her dewy breast, close as a lover. 


Ever the flesh for the spirit forsaking; 
Ever of Beauty’s wild wonder partaking,— 
Life has for him been a joyous awaking. .. . 


—Over my sleeping what hatchment shall be? 
Only the loveliness dearest to me: 
Only the sky and the star and the tree. 
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